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Sung by Mr:. Vernon, in Eliza. 


HEN all the ATTic Fire was fled, 
And all the Roman Virtue dead, 
Poor Freedom left her Seat ! _— 
Poor Freedom left her Seat! 
The Gornic Mantle ſpread a Night, 
That damp'd fair VixTue's fading Light, 
The Muſes loſt their Mate 
The Mules loſt their Mate 


Where ſhould they wander ? 
What new Shore _ | 
Had yet a Lawrel left in Store ? 0 1 
To this bleſt Ne they ſteer! 
To this, &c. . i 
Soon the PARNASSIAN Choir was heard: — 
Soon VisTuE's ſacred Form appear'd : . _ 
And Freedom ſoon was here! 
And Freedom, _ 
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The lazy Monk has loſt his Cell; 


Religion rings her hallow'd Bell; 
She calis thee now by me ! 
She C alls, &. 


Hark ! hark! hark! her "weet Voice all plaintive 


ſounds. 
See! Sce ! Sce! ſhe recoives a thouſand Wounds, 
If ſhielded not by thee. 
If ſhielced not by thee. 5 


SQ Ni 0M. 
Sung by Sigmora Fraſi. 
V I T H Swords on their Thighs the bold 


Yeomen are ſeen, 
For their Country they arm, their oy and 
ueecn. 
For their Country they arm, &c. 
How glorious their Ardour to lay down their Lives, 
In Detence of their Freedom, their Children and 
Wives. 
In Defence of their Freedom, &e. 
Ye T'yrants, ye know not what Liberty yields, 
How the guards all our Shores, and protects all 
our Fields: 
As HERE ſhe's fair, and as Hzxcur zs ſtrong, 
She's the Queen of our Mirth, and the Joy of our 
| Song. 


To Liberty raiſe up the high chearful Strain, 

Fill the Goblets around to the Lords of the Main; 

Fill the Goblets to Liberty, raiſe up the high 
cheartul Strain, 


Fill the Goblets around to the Lords of the Main, 
1 Eliza 


Fül che Goblets, &c. 


Eliza 


Eliza 

Shall 
Eliza 
Shall 


intive 
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e bold 
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Lives, 
en and 


ds, 
tects all 


ng, 
* of our 


n, 5 
e Main; 
the high 


he a Main, | 
Eliza 


For fince I love thee beyond Meaſure, 


And when ſo many Kiſſes you've giv'n, 


1 
Eliza is Queen, and her N to the Lords of the 
viain, 


Eliza is Queen, and her brave loyal Band, 


Shall drive each Invader far out of tne Land. 
Eliza is Queen, &c. 


Shall drive each Invader, ec. 
S0 N III. 


NumBERLESS KissEs. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Vauxhall. 
D* AR Cloe come give me ſweet Kiſſes, 


For ſweeter no Girl ever gave; 
But why in the midſt of my Bliſſes, 
Do you aſk me how many I'd have ? 

I am not to be ſtinted in Pleaſures, 


Then prithee dear Cloe he kind, 


To Numbers I'll ne'er be confin' d. 


Count the Bees that on Hibla are playing, 
Count the Flow'rs that enamel the Fields: 
Count the Flocks, that on Tempe are firaying, 
Or the Grain that rich Sicily yields. 
Count how many Stars are in Heav'n, | 
Go number the Sands on the Shore; ; | 


2 


I ſtill ſhall be aſking for more. N 9 ＋ 


To a Heart ſull of Love let me hold thee, | 
A Heart which dear Cloe is thine : he 
In my Arms I'd for ever enfold thee, . 
And circle thee round like a Vine. 
What Joy can be greater than this is? 
My Life on thy Lips. ſhall be ſpent : 
But the Wretch who can number his Kiſſes, 
Will always with few be content. 
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SONG IV. 


Sang by Signicra Fraſi. 


M“ fond Shepherds of late were ſo bleſt, 
Their fair Nymphs were ſo happy and gay; 
That each Night they went ſafely to Reſt, 
And they merrily ſung thro' the Day. 
But ah! what a Scene muſt appear? 
Muſt the fweet rural Paſtimes be o'er ? | 
Shall the Tabor, the Tabor no more ſtrike the Ear? 
Shall the Dance on the Green be no more ? 


Will the Flocks Fom their Paſtures be led ? 
_ Muſt the Herds go wild ftraying abroad ? 
Shall the Looms be all ſtopt in each Shed? 
And the Ships be all moor'd in each Road ? 
Muſt the ArTs be all ſcatter'd around? 
And ihall Commerce grow fick of her Tides ? 
Muft RELICIOx expire on the Ground? 
Ard ſhall VI ru ſink down by her Side? 


SONG V. 


AIL no more ye learned Aſſes, 
1 Againſt the Joys the Bowl ſupplies, 
Sound its Depth, and fill your Glaſſes, 
Wiſdom as the Bottom lies; 
Fill chem higher, ſtill and higher, 
Shall our Draughts perplex the Brain, 
Sipping quenches all our Fire, 
umpers light it up again. 


= Draw the Scene for Mirth and Pleaſure, 
4 Enter Jollity, and Joy; 
We for thinking, have no leiſure, 
Manly Mirth is our Employ - 


Inſult 
Look 
Our 
Britt: 
| Vent 
But r 
And 


1 
Since in Life there's nothing certain, | 
We'll the preſent Hour engage, | 1 
And when Death fthall drop the Curtain, 
With Applauſe we'll quit the Stage. 


| gay; SONG VI. 
AxsoN and WARREN. 


ON G had the French Navy with that of 
e Ear? proud Spain, 
Inſulted our Coatts and rode Lords of the Main; 
i Look'd into our Ports with a Show to invade, 
Our Caftles defy'd and half ruin'd our Trade; 
Brittannia amaz'd at this ſignal Diſgrace, 
Vents awful a Sigh and in Clouds veils her Face”; 
But rouz'd on her Naval Sons fixes her Eyes, 
And bids with a Smile two lov'd Admirals rife. . 1 
 & Cho. To Anſon and Warren your Bumpers lift high, 
They' il chaſe the French A beneath' ? 
ev'ry Sky. 


O'erjoy'd they fail forth and come up with the Fe oe, 
Determin'd like Britons to ſtrike a bold Blow; .Y 
Not heedful of Order they in Courage confide, 
The beſt Line of Battle's a thund'ring Broad-fide ; 
Red Smoak ſoon involving Sea Earth Air confounds, 

"Tis all Rage and Tumult, Diſtraction and Wounds, 

4 D. fabled the French to our Croſs Homage pay, 
And dragg'd home in T 8 thus crown the 

| fam'd Day. | 

f CB. To Anſon 1 Warren your Bumpers ü. high, | 

They'll chaſe the French. Squadrons, bc. 


So Ruſſell and Blake bid our Sea Lyons roar, - 
| Whoſe Shadow appearing alarm d ev v'ry Shear, 
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In warring on Ocean our Wiſdom's beſt ſhown, 

In Spirit the Navy then Trades all our own ; 

10 him who his Thunders at Cape Breton hurl'd, 

To him a new Drake who encompaſs'4 the World; 

May our Liege flouriſh long, may his Arms hunble 

France, 

Ye Seraphs O ſhield and dire& William's Lance. 

Cho. To Anſon and Warren your Bumpers lift high, 
They'll chaſe the French Squadrons beneath 

ev'ry Sky. 


SONG VII. 
Set by Mr. J. James. 


E thirfty Souls who love to drink, 
And turn the Bottle round, 

Who ne'er have any Time to think, 
When Bumpers can be found ; 

In firong Conjunction let's agree, 

2 Now Bacchaus leads the Van, 

Io blend each Glaſs with Harmony, 

4 And thus compleat our Span. 

And thus compleat our Span. 


| Since Wine's the very Source and Spring, 


Of all our Joys on Earth, 

It makes the whole Creation ring, 
With Gaiety and Mirth; 

Since then the Bottle has the Pow'r, 
To fax us nobly great, 
Let us enjoy it ev'ry Hour, 

And lrave the reſt to Fate. 
And leave the reſt to Fate. 


wn, 


url'd, | 
World 5 
1un:ble 


ice. 
t high, 
eneath 


N G 


And when he'd got tipſey, would have taken his 


By the Force of his Rays, and thus heated with 


EF 1 


SONG VIL 


Set by Mr. Popely. 
H A D Neptune when firſt he took Charge of 


the Sea, | 
Been as wiſe or at leaſt been as merry as we, 
He'd have thought better on't and inſtead of his 
Brine, 
Would have fill'd the vaſt Ocean with generous 
Wine. | | 
Would have fill'd the vaſt Ocean, &c. | 
What Trafficking then would have been on the 
Main, | 
For the Sake of good Liquor as well as for Gain 
No Fear then of Tempeſt, or Danger of Sinking, 
The Fiſhes ne'er drown, that are always a Drinking. 
The hot thirſty Sun, would drive on with more 
Haſte, | 4 
Secure in the Ev'ning of ſuch a Repaſt; 


Na, 
With double the Pleaſure in Thetis's Lap. s 
Wine, 
Conſider how gloriouſſy Phœbus would ſhine; 
What vaſt Exhalations he'd draw up on high, 
To rclieve the poor Earth as it wanted Supply. 


How happy us Mortals when bleſt with ſuch Rain, 
To fill all our Veſſels, and fill 'em again; 5 
Nay even the Beggar that has ne'er a Diſh, _ 
Might jump in the River, and drink like a Fiſh. 
What Mirth and Contentement on every one's Brow, 
Hob, as great as a Prince, dancing after his Plough, 
The 


ſ f W. 7 
- / 


N mn n 


$a 
The Birds in the Air, as they play on the Wing, Britann 
Altho' they but fip, would eternally ſing. My Sor 
The Stars who I think don't to drinking incline, Leda 
Would friſk and rejoice at the Fume of the Wine; n 
And merrily twinkling would ſoon let us know, 1T 
That they were as happy as Mortals below. _ 0 


Had this been the Cafe, then what had we enjoy'd, Hu: 
Our Sparits ſtill raiſing, our Fancy ne'er cloy'd. 

A Pox then on Neptune, when 'twas in his Pow'r, 

To flip like a Fool, ſuch a fortunate Hour. 


SONG IX. 


| An Occaſional O D E, 
On the Dawn of the Succeſs of our Arms. 


AIL England! Old England, for ,Glory 
| renown d, 
In Arms as in Arts ſo tranſcendently crown'd, 
15 thine ſtrict to honour no Treaties to break, 
"Tis thine ſtrict to honour no Treaties to break; 
*Tis thine to revenge when that Honour's at Stake; 
Then now riſe ye * Draw the Sword, point 
the Lance, 
And bid the bold Cannon roll Thunder to France. 
And bid the bold Cannon roll Thunder to France. 
Huzza, Huzza, Huzza, Oh! ye Britons to Con- 
3 queſt purſue, 
The Trumpet of Vict'ry's uplifted for you. 


Hark, Truth ſpeaks, already our Heroes prevail, 7 


The rouz'd Engliſh Lion makes Gallia turn pale: I c 
Thy Cunning Oh France, it's own Fate will decree, 
Succeſs, lo, dawns.on us by Land and by Sea ; -:Þ4 
And wide o'er the Main ſhall the Britiſh Flag fly, 
To force that Submiſſion which Pride would deny. A 
Huzza, &c, | 


Britannia 


I bid him make haſte back again, 


With all by whica Love is exprett, 


151 


Britannia rejoices your Ardour to ſee, 

My Sons, fight, ſhe cries, tis for Fredom and Me; 
Tho' Gallic Ambition, Alliance explore, 

You'll conquer them new, whom you've conquer'd 

before; | | 
And Triumph, theſe Truths, to all Nations ſhall fing, 
The Ocean is George's, and George is your King. 
Huzza, &c. 


SONG X. 
Sung by Miſs Stevenſon at Vauxhall, 


LEXIS a pretty young Swain, 
To court me comes many a Mile ; 


Tho' I wiſh him to ſtay a great while; 


He ſtudies my Heart to beguile ; 
I wiſh him Succeſs I proteſt, 
But I tell him he'll wait a great while. 
He brought me a Noſegay to Day, a 
And vow'd 'twas more Pleaſure than Toil, 
I took it I ſafely can ſay, 
Ard I let him net aſk a great while; . 
He begg'd me to grant bim a Kiſs, 
So earneſt he made me to ſmile, 
Have done I cry'd fie 'tis amiſs, 
But I wiſh'd it to laſt a great while. 


He tel!s me I ought to be kind, | | 
That Time all my Beauties will ſoil, Z 
I croſs him tho? quite of his Mind, 
For I love him to talk a great while; 
I th nk ſuch ſweet Things he has ſaid, 
My Coyneſs at laſt he will ſpoil ; 
-And when he once aſks me to wed, | ; 
Ohl I'll not live a Maid a great while. - 
| SONG 


„ —ͤ—— EEE ns — ; 
SONG XL. 
Bread and Cheeſe and iti. 


AST Time I ſaw my Chloe's Eyes, 
As uſual firſt our Talk was Love; 

But ſuddenly as Topicks riſe, T 

So we to other Subjects move; 

1 aſk'd if ſhe had din'd, on what, 

For nought with us amiſs is ; 

She to my Queſtion anſwer'd pat, 

On Bread and Cheeſe, and Kiſſes, 


Now could you think I'm jealous grown, 
Indeed tis true as I am here; 

But yet on me ſhe ne'er did frown, 

Then Rival I've no need to fear; 

Vet ſtill alas! *twould pierce my Breaſt, 

If ought I've done amiſs is; 

- 'To make with her another Feaſt, 
On Bread and Cheeſe, and Kiſſes. 


=. Come Hymnen, God of nuptial Band, 
And light to hymenea Bliſs; 

I have „ pat i have a Hand, 

A Dowry good, Fll give her theſe. 


To that all Wealth amiſs is; 
Poſleſs'd of her content I'd live, | 
On Bread and Cheeſe, and Kiſſes. 


What is more choice, than Truth to give, 
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SONG f. 
The BaTcutLor's ChoicE, Set by I. H. 


F ever Oh! Hymen you grant me a Wife, | 

Let this be her Portrait, ſhe'll hold me for Life, 
Youth, Beauty, Good-nature, averſe to Conceit, 
Her Senſe quite refind, and in Perſon quite neat. 


I'd have her with Prudence be chearful and free, 
Nor reſerv'd like a Drone, or at leaft not to me, 
Oblig:ng and eaſy, compliant with Smiles, 
Miſled by no Paſſions, allur'd by no Wiles. 


If the Fair I deſcribe, m the Ifle can be found, 
For no other I'll wed, if I ſearch the World round, 
When ſummon'd by Hymen I'll gladly away, 
To hear the ſoft Promiſe, to Love and Obey, 


SONG XII. 
The Taks of OLD EncLanD, 


ExoLD my brave Britons the fair ſpringing Gale, 
Fill a Bumper and toſs of your Glaſſes; 


Buſs, Buſs part with your frolickſome Laſſes, 
Then a- board and unfurl the wide flowing Sail, 


Then a-board, &c. 


While Britiſb Oak beneath us rolls, 
And Euglih Courage fires our Souls; 
To crown our Tolls the Fates decree, 

The Wealth and Empire of the Sea. 
Cho. While Bri: Oak, &c. 


NG 


Our Canvas and Cares to the Winds we diſplay, 
Life and Fortune we cheerfully venture; i 
__— And j 
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And we laugh, and we quaf, and*we banter, 
Nor think of To-Morrow, while ſure of Te-Day. 


Cho. While Britiſb Oak, &c. 


The Streamers of France at a Diſtance appear, 

We muſt mind other Muſick than Catches ; 

Man our Quarters, and handle our Matches, 

Our Cannon produce, and for Battle prepare. 
Cho. While Britiſh Oak, &c. 


Engender'd in Smoak and deliver'd in Flame, 
Britiſh Vengeance rolls loud as the Thunder, 
Let the Vault of the Sky burſt aſunder, 

So Victory follows with Riches and Fame. 
Cho. While Fritißſb Oak, &c. 


> SONG xv. | 
Set by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall 


£ ELL me, Laſſes, have you ſeen, 


| Lately wand'ring o'er the Green, 
Beauty's Son, a little Boy, | 


; Full of Frolick, Mirth, and Joy? 


If you know his Shelter, ſay ; 

He's from Venus gone aſtray. 
Tell me, Laſſes, have you ſeen, 
Such a one trip o'er the Green? 


By his Marks the God you'll know : 
O'er his Shoulder hangs a BoW, 
And a Quiver fraught with Darts, 


Poiſon ſure to human Hearts: 
Tho' he's naked, little, blind, 


He can triumph o'er the Mind. | 
Tell me, Laffes, have you ſeen, 
Such A one trip o'er the Green? 


Subtle 
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Subtle as the Light'ning's Wound, 
Is his piercing Arro y found: 
Wile the Boſom's ticart it pains, 
No external Marks remains: 
"> Rcaſon's Shield itſelf is broke, 
By the unſuſpected Stroke. 
Tell me, Laſſes, have you ſeen, 
Such a on- trip o'er the Green? 


Jay. 


Oft the Urchin's ſeen to lie 

Baſking in the ſunny Eye; 

Or his deſtin'd Prey he ſeeks, 

On the Maiden's roſy Cheeks : 

Snowy Breaſts, or curling Hair, 

Oft conceal the pleaſing Snare. 
Tell me, Laſſes, have you ſeen, 
Such a one trip o'er the Green ? 


She that the Receſs reveals, 

Where the Dod himſelf conceals, 

Shall a Kiſs receive this Night, 

From her Heart's ſupreme Delight: 

To Venus let her bring the Boy, 

She ſhall taſte Love's ſweeteſt Joy. 
Tell me, Laſſes, have you ſeen, 
Such a one trip o'er the Green ? 


SONG XV. 


E T me wander not unſeen, 

By hedge-row Elm, or Willow green; 
There the Plowman near at Hand, 
Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd Land; 

There the Plowman near at Hand, 


| Whillles oer the furrow'd Land; 
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And the Milkmaid ſingeth blithe, 
And the Mower whets his Scythe.; 
While ev'ry Shepherd teils his Lale 
Under the Hawthorn in the Vale; 
While ev'ry Shepherd tells his Tale 
Under the Hawthorn in the Vale. 


SONG XVI. 


| T ſetting Day and riſing Morn, 
With Soul that ſtill ſhall love thee, 
'F'll aſk of Heav'n thy ſafe Return, 
With all that can improve thee ; 
P11 vifit oft the birkin Buſh, 
Where fr you kindly told me 
Sweet Tales of Love, and hid my Bluſh, 
Whilſt round thou didſt infold me. 


To all our Haunts thou didf repair, 
- By Greenhood, Shaw, or Fountain; 

Or where the Summer's Day I'd ſhare, 
With you upon yon Mountain : 

'There will I tell the Trees and Flower's, 

Wich Thoughts unfeign'd and tender: 

By Vows you're mine, my Love is yours, 
My Heart, which cannot wander. 


SONG XVII. 


f —”* make the Man kind, and keep true to the 
I Bed, 


"Whom your Choice, or your Deftiny brings you 


to wed, 


Take a Hint from a Friend, whom Experience has: 


taught, 
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And Experience you know never fails when 'tis 

bought. : 

And Experience you know never fails when 'tis 
bought, 


The Arts which you practis'd at firſt to enſnare, 
(For in Love, little Arts, as in Battle are fair) 
Whether Neatneſs or Prudence, or Wit were the Bait, 
Let the Hook ſtill be cover'd, and ſtill play the Cheat. 
| Let the Hook, Sc. 


Shou'd he fancy another, upbraid not his Flame, 
To reproach him is never the Way to reclaim ; 
"Tis more to recover, than conquer an Heart, 
For this is all Nature, but that is all Art. 

For this is all, &c. 


Good Senſe is to them, what a Face is to you, 
Flatter that, and like us they but think it their Due; 
Doubt the Strength of your Judgment, compar'd 
> with his own, | 
And he'!) give you Perfections at preſent unknown. 
And he'll give, &c. 


Tho” you learn that your Rival, his Bounty partake, 
And your merited Favour, ungrateful forſake ; 
Still, ſtill debonair, kind, engaging and free; | 
He deaf, tho' you hear, and be blind while you ſee. 

Ee deaf, tno' you hear, and be blind while you ſes. 
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ths 5 SONG AVE, 

C:locc's Noble Choice. 
7 HE Beau, with his delicate Womaniſh Face, 
hk Whoſe Merit all lies in a Feather and Lace; 


The Proud, the Immortal, the Coward, the Vain, 
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The Dunce I deteſt, and whoſe Wit is ſevere, 
T ficken, whenever a Sycophant's ncar, 
The Brute that's ill manner'd, diſorders one much, 
And I'd die an old Maid e'er I'd couple with ſuch. 


But he in whom Senſe and Politeneſs are join'd, 
Whoſe Study has been to embelliſh his Mind ; 
Whoſe Pleaſures ne'cr injure his Realth nor his Purſe, 
Is fit to be taken for better for worſe. 


Whoſe Wit has no Gaul, and whoſe Tongue no Deceit, 
Whoſe Nature is noble, his Conduct diſcreet ; 
Neer knew any Fear, but to hurt or offend : 

If he queſtions my Heart, he will find it his Friend. 


SONG XIX. 


| Sung by Mr. Beard, in the Fair Quaker of Deal. 


T TOW little do the Landmen know 
Of what we Sailors feel, 


When Waves do mount, and Winds do biow * 


But we have Hearts of Steel. 

No Danger can affright us; 
No Enemy fthall flout : 

We'll make the Monſicurs right us: 
So toſs the Can about. 


Stick ſtout to Orders, Meſſmates; 


We'll plunder, burn, and fink : 
Then, France, have at your Firſt-rates ; 
For Britons never ſhrink. 
We rumage all we fancy; 
We'll bring them in by Scores; 
And Moll, and Kate, and Nancy 
Shall roll in Louis d'Ors. 
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While here at Deal were lying . 
With our noble Commodore, 
We'll ſpend our _ freely, Boys, 
And then to Sea for more. 
In Peace we'll drink and ſing Boys; 
In War we'll never fly: 


Here's a Health to George our King, Boys, 
And the Royal Family. 


SUNG: AX. 
In the Winter's Tale. 
OME, come, my dear Shepherd, our Flocks 


we mutt ſhear ; 
In your Holiday Suits wit!: your Laſſes appear: 
The happieſt of Folks are the Guiltleſs and Free 
And who are ſo guiltleſs, 10 happy, as we? 


We harbour no Paſſions by Luxury taught; 
We practite no Arts with i1; -pocrity fraught : 
What we think in our Hea arts you may read in our 


Eyes, 
For, knowing no Falſhood, we need no Diſguiſe. 


By Mode and Caprice are the City Dames led ; 

But we all the Children „f Nature are bred : 

Ry our Hands alone we are painted and dreit, 

For the Roſes will bloom when there's Peace: in the 
Breaſt. 


That Giant, Ambition, we never can dread ; 

Our Roots are too low for ſo oity a Head: 

Content and ſweet C hearfulneſs open our Door; 
They {mile with the Simple, and feed with the Poor. 


When Love has poſſeſs'd us, that Love we reveal; 
Like the Flocks that we feed are the Paſſions we feel; 
So harmleſs and fimple we ſport and-we play, 
And leave to fine Folks to deceive and betray. 
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SON G XXI. 
Set by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall. 


= wg a Twelvemonth ago, nay, perhaps they 
are twain, | 

Since Thyrſis neglected the Nymphs of the Plain, 

And wou'd tempt me to walk the gay Meadows along, 

To hear a ſoft Tale, or to ſing him a Song, 

To hear a ſoft Tale, or to ſing him a Song. 


What at firſt was but Friendſhip ſoon grew to a Flame; 
In my Heart it was Love, in the Y'ourn 'twas the ſame; 
From each other our Paſſion we ſouglit not to hide; 
But who ihou'd love moit was our Conteſt and Pride, 
But who, &c. | | 


But Prudence ſoon whiſper'd us, © Love not too well, 
For Envy has Eyes, and a Tongue that will tell; 
And a Flame, without Fortunc's rich Gitton its Side, 


* The grave ones will ſcorn, and a Mother muſt chide, 


be grave, &c.” 


} Afraid of Rebukes, he his Viſits forbore, 

And we promis'd to think of each other no more, 
Or to tarry, with Pati:nce, a Seaſon more kind ; 
So I put the dear Shepherd quite out of my Mind, 
So I put, &c. | 


But Love breaks tie Fences I vainly had made, 
Grows deaf to al Centiure, and will be repaid : 
If we ſigh for cach ocher, ah ! quit not your Care : 
Condemn the God Cupid ; bu: viefs the fond Pair, 
Condemn the God Cupid ; but bleis che fond Pair. 


SONG 
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SONG XXII. 


An AbpRESS to the LADIES. 
Sung at Ranelagh. 


E Belles, and ye Plirts, and ye pert little Things, 
Who tr in this frolickiome Round, 

Pray tell men whence this Indecency ſprings, 
The S-x:s at once io confount ? 

What weren te cock'd Hat, and the maſculine Air, 
Witn cuch Motion deſign'd to perplex ? 

Brigat e, es were intended do laaguiſh, not ſtare, 
And Softneis the Teſt of your Sex—dear Girls, 
And Sottncis ne Teſt of your Sex. 


The Girl who on Beauty depends for Support, 
May call ev'ry Art to aci Aid; 

The Boſom diſpia) 'd, and the /ctticoat hort, 
Are Samples ſhe gives of her Trade: 

But you, on whom ho tune > indulgently imiles, 
And whom Pri..e has Preſer A. rom the Snare, 

Shou'd flilv attack us, with Coynefs and Wiles, 
Not W.! a > open and iniolent Air brave Girls, 
Not with, &c. | 


The Venus, whore Statue delights all Mankind, 
Shrinks moucitly back from "the VI cw, 

And kindly ſnou'd fem, by the Artift defign'd, 
To ſerve as a Model for you. 

Then learn, with her Beauties, to copy her Air; 
Nor venture too much to reveal : 

Our Fancies will paint what you cover with Care, 
And double each Charm you conceal - ſweet Girls, 
And _— &c. 


The 
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The Bluſhes of Morn, and the Mildneſs of May, 
Are Charms which no Art can procure : 

Oh! be but yourſelves, and our Homage we'll Pay, 
And your Empire is ſolid, and ſure : 

But if, Amazon-like, you attack your Gallants, 
And put us in Fear of our Lives, 

You may do very well for Siſters or Aunts ; 
Believe me, you'll never be Wives—poor Girls, 
Believe me, you'll never be Wives. 


SONG XXIII. 
See by My. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall. 
OUNG Colin proteſts I'm his Joy and Delight, 


He's ever unhappy when I'm from his Sight; 


He wants to be with me, where-ever I vo; 


The Deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo, 
The Deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo. 


His Pleaſure all Day is to fit by my Side; 
He pipes and he ſings, tho' I frown and I chide : 


I bid him 1 but he, ſmiling, ſays, no; 
The Deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo, 


The Deuce, &c. 


He often requeſts me his Flame to relieve; 
I aſk him, what Favour he hopes to receive? 
His Anſwer's a Sigh, while in Bluthes I glow : 


What Mortal beſide him wou'd plague a Maid fo ? 


What Mortal, &c. 
This Breaſt-knot he yeſterday brought from the Wake, 


And ſoftly intreated I'd wear for his Sake. 


Such Trifles 'tis eaſy enough to beſtow; 


I fure deſerve more for his plaguing me ſo, . 
I ſure, &c. | ; 


+ Makes Truth and 58 the Guide of het Life; 


[ 21 } 
He hands me each Eve from the Cot to the Plain, 
And meets me each Morn to conduct me again; 
But what's his Intention I wiſh I cou'd know, 

For I'd rather be marry'd than plagu'd with him ſo, 
For I'd rather be marry'd than plagu'd with him fo. 


— — 8223 —— 
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SONG XXIV, 


HEN the Nymphs were contending for 

Beauty and Fame, 

Bright Sylvia ſtood foremoſt in Right of her Claim 

And to crown the high Tranſports dear 2 
excites, 

At Court ſhe was envy' d, and toaſted at White's, 

At Court ſhe was envy'd, and toaſted at White's. 


© 2 7 
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But how ſhall I whiſper this fair one's ſad Caſe ? 
A cruel Diſeaſe has deftroy'd her ſweet Face; 
Her Vermilion is chang'd to a dull ſettled Red, 
And all the gay Graces of Beauty are fled, 
And all, &c. 


— A 


_ 


Take heed, all ye fair, let you triumph in vainz 
For Sylvia, tho” alter'd from pretty to plain, 
Is now more engaging, fince Reaſon took Place, 
Than when the poſſeſs'd the Perſections of Face, 
Than when, &c. 


, . 
= 
_— E : 2 
a £ Py 21 47 __ 
* ** : ma. a© Y 1 * ” I > ® 4 - a 
OIL Eon IE TIT on CT .. 
= bl 


'y F * 5 1 
* * Ns 


Convinc'd, ſhe no more can coquet it, aud teaze ; 
Inftead of tormenting, ſhe ſtudies to pleaſe ; ; 


Tho' ſpoil'd for a Toaſt, ſhe's well-form'd for a Wife, 
'Tho' ſpoil'd for a Toaſt, ſhe's well-form'd for aWiſe. 


SONG. 
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SON G XXV. 
On tbe Marriage Ac r. 


Hf Fool that is wealthy is ſure of a Bride ; 
For Riches, like Fig-leaves, their Naked- 
| neſs hide: | 
The Slave that is poor muſt ſtarve all his Life, 
In a Batchelor's Bed, without Miſtreſs or Wife. 


—— 


In good Days of yore, they ne er troubled their Heads 
In ſettling of Jointures, or making of Deeds; 

But Adam and Eve, when they firſt enter'd Courſe, 
E'en took one another, for better for worſe. 


| Then prythee, dear Chloe, ne'er aim to be great ; 
Let Love be thy Jcinture ; ne'er mind an Eſtate : 

Lou can never be poor, who have all thoſe Charms; 

And I ſhall be rich, when I've you in my Arms, 


SONG XXVI. 
The Rovzs. * 


b. all the Sex ſome Charms I find; 
1 I love to try all Woman, kind, 

1 The fair, the ſmart, the witty, 
Ihe fair, the ſmart, the witty. 
& Tn Cupid's Fetters, moſt ſevere, 

I languiſh'd out a long, long Year, 
The Slave of wanton Kitty, 
The vlave of wanton Kitty. 


* 


At length I broke the gauling Chain, 
And ſwore that Love was endleſs Pain, 
One eonſtant Scene of F olly, 

One conſtant, &c. 


d. 


| 
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With Treſſes next of flaxen Hue, 


1 
1 vow'd no more to wear the Yoke; : He 
But ſoon ] felt a ſeco d Stroke, 


And ſigh'd for blue-ey'd Molly, 
And ſigh'd, &c. 


Young Jenny did my Soul ſubdue, 
That lives in yonder Valley, 
That hves, &c. 

Then-Cupid threw another Snare, 
And caught me in the curling Har 
Of little tempting Sally, 

Of little, &c. 


Adorn'd with Charms, tho” blithe and young, 
My roving, Heart from Bondage ſprang, 
This Heart of yielding Mettle, 
This Heart of yielding Mettle ; 
And now it wanders here and there, 
By Turns the Prize of brown and fair, 2 
But never more will ſettle: _ 
But never more wall ſettle. 


SONG XXVII. 4 
4 Paſtoral Dialogue. Sung at Vauxhall. | 1 4 | 


Ile. LAS TE, haſte, Phillis, haſte, tis the t 
of the May, 


Hark, the Goldfinches ſing, to the Wood lers 
away; A 

We'll pluck the pale Primroſe; nay, ſtart not, | 

my Dear, 3 

Tue ſomething to whiſ - ha alone in your Ear, 

5 * 1 i whiſper alone inyour Ear. 
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Vl. Believe not I'm faithleſs and falſe as the WI 
III be true as the Turtle, as fond, and as Ki 


= 
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She. Excuſe me, fond Swain, it has often been ſaid, 
The Wood is unſate for a Maiden to tread; 
And a wither'd old Gypſey one Day eſpy'd, 

Bid me ſhun the thick Wood, and ſaid ſome- 

thing beſide, 


Bid me, &c. __ 


He. Tis all a mere Fable; there's nothing to fright ; 
There's Muiic all Day, and no Spectres at Night; W 
No Creature but Cupid, believe me, is there, 5 
And Cupid's an Urchin you ſurely can't fear, 


And Cupid, &c. Both. 

She. For all I could ſay, when arriv'd at the Wood, y 
Who knows your Deſign ? you may dare to be 

| rude : | 

So I bid you farewel, and confeſs I'm afraid, == ) 

Left Cupid and you be too hard for a Maid, | a 

| Leſt Cupid, &c. | 


He. His DiQates you wiſely at once ſhould approve, 


For, pray what is Life? It is Pain without Love: | * 
Think how Youth, like the Roſe, tho' unga- 
ther'd, will fade; : 
Then quickly comply, leit you die an Old Maid, 
Then quickly, &c. 


Sbe. By Language as artful young Daphne was won; 
Thus courted, ſhe yielded, was trick'd, and 
| uadone ; | | 
And, rather than truſt the fine Things you have 
ſaid, 5 
Let my Beauty decay, and J Il die an Old Maid, ] 


Let my Beauty, &c. 


- &* 
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1 Will lead you to Pleaſure untaſted before, 
ef] py d And make you a Bride; can a Mortal do more? 
d 1 And make you, &c. 


She. Then at once I'll comply, for I cannot ſay no; 
To-morrow to Church with my Shepherd I'll go; 


fright; Tothe Wood next, tho Cupid ſo talk dof be rhere, 
Night; With Joy T'Il away, and adieu to all Fear, 

here, With Joy, &c. | 

tear 


Both. Ve Nymphs, to the Woods never venture to go; 
Till the Prieſt joins your Hands, you mult an- 


Wood, ſwer, no, no: =” 
to be Ye Swains, ſhould your fair ones be deaf to you 
ſtill, | | | 
aid, You muſt wear the ſoft Chain; then they'll go 
d, „„ where you will, 


You muſt wear the ſoft Chain; then they'll go; 4 
where you wall. | | 


_ SONG XXVII. 2 

Nga- e ; 3 : 
aid, | . Sung at Vauxhall. 

| ſing of my Lover all Night and all Day; 

on; He's ever good-natur'd, and frolick and gay; * 

nd A His Voice is as ſweet as the Nightingale's Lay, n 

And well on his Bagpipe my Shepherd can play; ü 

ave And a bonny young Lad is my Jockey, - - + *# 
And a bonny young Lad is my Jockey. _ 


He fays, that he loves me, I'm witty, and fair, 
And praiſes my Eyes, my Lips, and my Hair; 
Roſe, Vrlet, nor Lilly, with me can compare; 
If thas be to flatter, tis pretty, I ſwear ; | 
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He knect'd at my Feet, and, with many a Sigh, 
He cry'd, oh! my Dear, will you never comply? 
If you mean to deſtroy me, why do it; Fll die: 
J trembled all over, and anſwer'd, not I; 

And a bonn, &c. 


Around the tall May-pole he dances ſo neat, 

And Sonnets of Love the dear Boy can repeat; 

He's conſtant, he's valiant, he's wiſe, and diſcreet, 

His Looks are ſo kind, and his Kiiles ſo ſweet; 
And a bonny, &c. 


At Eve, when the Sun ſeeks Repoſe in the Weſt, 
And May's tuneful Chonifts all ſkim to their Neſt; 
When I meet on the Green the dear Boy I love beſt, 
My Heart is juſt ready to burſt in my Breaſt; 

And a bonny, &c. 


Baut ſce how the Meadows are moiſten'd with Dew; 
Come, come, my dear Shepherd, I wait but lor you; 
Well live for each other, both conſtant and true, 
And taſte the ſoft Raptures no Mortal e'er knew 

And a bonny young Lad 1s my Jockey, 
And a bonny young Lad is my Jockey, 


SONG XXIX. 
The QuEEN OT May, 


Ser by Mr. Howard. Sung at Ranelagh. 


LVR Nymph and Shepherd, bring 
| "Tributes to the Queen ef May; 
Kite for her Brows the Spring; 
_ . Make her as the Seaſon gay, 
Make her as the Seaſon gay . 


et, 
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Teach her then, from ev'ry Flow'r, 


How to uſe the fleeting Hour ; 


„ 


Teach her then, from ev'ry Flow 2 
How to uſe the fleeting Hour, 
How to ule the fleeting Hour. 


Now the fair Narciſſus blows, 
With his Sweetneſs now delights : 

By his Side, the maiden Roſe 
"With ker arth ſs Bluch invites, 
With her, &c. 

Such, fo fragrant and ſo gay, 

Is the blooming Queen ot May; 

Such, ſo fragrant, &c. 


Soon the fair Narciſſus dies, 


Soon he droops his lan zuid Head: 
From the Role her Purple flies, 

None inviting to her Bed, 

None, &c. 


Such, tho' now ſo ſweet and gay, 


Soon ſhall be the Queen of May; 
Such, tho' now, &c. 


Tho' hos. art a rural Queen, 

By the Suffrage of the Swains, 
Beauty, like the vernal Green, 

In thy Shrine not long remains, 

In thy Shrine not long remains: 
Bleſs, then, quickly blefs the Youth, 
Who deſerves thy Love and Truth ; 
Bleſs, then, quickly bleis the Y outh, 
Who deſerves thy Love and Truth, 
Who deſerves thy Loge and Truth. 


D 2 
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SONG XXX. 


Tre CounTRY WEDDING. 
Set by A Howard. Sung at Ranclagh. 


ELL met, pretty Nymph, ſays a jolly young 
Swain, | 
To a lovely Shepherdeſs, croſſing the Plain; 
Why ſo much in haſte? (now the Month it was May) 
Shall I venture to aſt, fair Maiden, which Way: 
Then ſtraight to this Queſtion the Nymph did reply, 
With a Smile on her Look and a Leer in her Eye, 
] came from the Village, and homeward Igo; 
And now, gentlesShepherd, pray why would y ouknow? 


I hope, pretty Maid, you won't take it amiſs, 
If I tell the Reaſon of aſking you this; 


I would ſee you ſafe home, (the Swain was in Love) 
Of ſuch a Companion if you would approve : 

Your Offer, kind Shepherd, is civil, I own, 

But ſee no great Danger in going alone ; 

Nor yet can I hinder, the Road being free 

For one as a another, for you or for me, 


No Danger in going alone it is true, 

But yet a Companion is pleaſanter too; 

And if you could like (now the Swain he took Heart) 
Such a Sweetheart as me, we never would part: 
On! that's a long Werd, ſaid the Shepherdeſs then; 
' I've often heard ſay, there's no minding you Men ; 
You'll fay and unſay, and you'll flatter, tis true; 
Then leave a young Maiden the firſt Thing you do. 


Oh! judge not ſo harſhly, the Shepherd reply'd,.. 
T o prove what I ſay, Iwill make you my Bride; 


\ 
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To- morrow the Parſon (well ſaid little Swain) 

Shall join both our Hands, and make one of us twain : 
Then what the Nymph anſwer'd to this is not ſaid ; 
The very next Morn to be ſure they were wed : 


Sing hey diddle, ho diddle, hey di:!dlz down, 


Now when ſhall we ſee ſuch a Wedding in Town? 


SONG XXXI. 


Seek not at once in a Female to find 
I The Form of a Venus with Pallas's Mind; 
Let the fair one I love have but Prudence in View, 
That, tho? ſhe deceive, I may ſtill think her true; 
Be her Perſon not beauteous, but pleaſing and clean 
Let her Temper be cloudleſs, and open her Niem, 
By Folly, Ill-nature, nor Vanity led, 
Nor indebted to Paint,—nor ind:bted to Paint, 
For white or for red, —fur white or for red. 


May her Tongue, that dread Weapon in moſt ofthesex, 
Be employ'd to delight us, and not to perplex; 3 
Let her not be too bold, nor frown at a jeſt, 

For Prudes I deſpiſe, and Coquets I acteit : 

May her Humour the Taſte of the Company hit, 
Not affectedly wiſe, nor too pert with her Wit: 
Go find out the Maid that is form'd on my Plan, 
And TI love her for ever, — I'll love her for ever; 
I mean, if I can, — ll mean, if I can. 


SONG XXXII. 


, 3 about the briſk BowI,'twill enliven the Heart, 


While thus we ür rcund on the Graf : . 


The Lover, who t-1!:3 of his Stt'rings and Smart, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an +15, an Afs, 
= Deſcrves to be reckon'd an Ais, 
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The Wretch who ſits watching his ill-gotten pelf, 
And wiſhes to add to the Maſs, 

Whate er the Curmudgeon may think of himſelf, 


Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs, 
Deſerves, &c. 


The Beau, who, ſo ſmart with his well- powder'd Hair, 
An Angel beholds i in his Glaſs, 

Ard thinks with Grimace to ſubdue all the fair, 
Deferves to be reckon'd an Aſs, : 
Deſerves, & c. 

The Merchant from Climate to Climate will roam. 
Of Crœſus the Wealth to ſurpaſs; 

And oft, while he's wand'ring, my Lady at home, 
Claps the Horns of an Ox on the Aſs, 

Claps the Herns, &c. 


The Lawyer ſo grave when he puts in his Plea, 
With Forehead well-fronted with Braſs, Z 
Tho' he talk to no Purpoſe, he pockets your Fee, 


There you, my good Friend, are the Aſs, 
There you, &c. 


The formal Phyſician, who knows ev'ry Ill, 
Shall laſt be produc'd in this Claſs ; 
The fick Man a while may confde in his Skill, 


But Death proves the Doctor an Aſs, 
Bnt Death, &c. 


'Then let us, Companions, be jovial and gay, 
By Purns take our Bottle and Laſs, 


For he who his Fleaſure puts off for a Day 


Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs, an Alz, 
Deierves to be reckon'd an Als. 
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SONG XXXII. 


'L 7 HEN firſt my fond Damon Flavella was ſeen, 
He lightly regarded her Air and her Mein, 
He flightly regarded her Air and her Mein; 
The Charms of her Mind he. alone did commend, 
Not warm as a Lover, but cool as a Friend ; | 
From Friendſhip, not Paſſion, his Raptures did move, 


And he boaſted his Heart was a Stranger to Love, 


And he boaſted his Heart was a Stranger to Love. 


New Charms he diſcover'd, as more ſhe was known; 
Her Face grew a Wonder, her Taſte was his own, 
Her Face, &c 

Her Manners were gentle, her Senſe was refin'd, 
And ev'ry dear Virtue beam'd forth in her Mind: 
Still, ſtill for the Sanction of Friendſhip he ſtrove, 
Tilla Sigh gave the Omen, and ſhew'd it was Love, 
Till a Sigh, &c. ö 


Now proud to be conquer d, he ſighs for the fair, 
Ge to all Pleaſure, but „ with her, 5 
Grows dull, &c. | 

He's mute, till his Heartftrings are ready to break; 
For Fear of offending forbids him to ſpeak; 

And wanders a willing Example to prove, 

That Friendſhip with Woman is Siſter to Love, 
That Friendſhip, &c. 


A Lover thus conquer'd can ne'er give Offence, 


Not a Dupe to ker Smiles, but a Slave to her Senſe, 
Not a Dune, &c. | 


lis Faſſion not Wriakles nor Age can allay, 


Since founded on that which can never decay ; 
And Time, that can Beauty's ſhort Empire remove, 


- Increaſing her Reaſon, increaſes his Love, 


lacreaſmg ber Rraſon, increaſes his Love. 
Sug | SONG 
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SONG XXXIV. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 


D®! you ſee e er a Shepherd, ye Nymphs, paſs 


this Way, 
Crown'd with My 'Ttle, and all the gay Verdure of 
: May 3 F 
*Tis my Shepherd, oh! bring him once more to my 
Eyes ; 


From his_Lucy, in ſearch of new Pleaſure, he flies : 

All Day have I travell'd and toil'd o'er the Plains, 
In purſuit of a Rebel that's ſcarce worth my Pains, 
In purſuit of a Rebel that's ſcarce worth my Pains, 


Take Care, Maids take Care, when he flatters and 
ſwears, 


Ears : 
Like the Roſe- bud in June, ev'ry Hand they'll | invite, 


Sight : 


| '4 And, truſt me, whoe'er my ſalſe Shepherd detains, 


She'll find him a Conqueſt that's ſcarce worth her 
Pains, 


She'll find him, &c. 


Three Months at my Feet did he languiſh and ſigh, 
E'er he gain'd a kind Look, or a tender Reply; 
Love, Honour, and Truth, were the Themes that 
he ſung, 

And he ſwore that his Heart was a-kin to his 
| Tongue: 

Too ſoon ] believ'd, and reply'd to his Strains, 
And gare bim too frankly iny Heart for tus Pains, 


The 


How you truit your own Eyes, or believe youf on 


But wound the kind Heart, like the Thorn out of 


She'll find him, &c. 


Frowning Truth our Sex diſpleaſes ; 


rr 9 9 


[33] 
The Trifle once gain'd, like a Child at his Play, 
Soon the wanton grew weary, and threw it away: 
Now cloy'd with my Love, fro:u my Arms he does fly, 
In ſearch of another as filly as I; 

But, truſt me, whoe'er my falſe Shepherd detains, 
She'll find him a Conqueſt that's ſcarce worth her 

Pains, | | 


Beware, all ye Nymphs, how you ſooth the fond 
| Flame, 
And believe me in Time, all the Sex are the ſame z 
Like Strephon, from Beauty to Beauty will range, 
Like him they will flatter, diſſemble, and change; 
And do all we can, ftilt this Maxim remains, | 
That Man, when we've got him, is ſcarce worth 
our Pains, | | | | 
That Man, when we've got him, is ſcarce worth, . 
our Pains. 


$ ON G XXXV. 


AIN is ev'ry fond Endeavour 
To reſiſt the tender Dart 
For Examples move us never ; 
We muſt feel, to know the Smart : 
When the Shepherd ſwears he's dying, 
And our Beauties ſets to View; 
Vanity, her Aid ſupplying, 
Bids us think *tis all our Due, 
Bids us think 'tis all our Due. 


Softer than the vernal Breezes 
Is the mild deceitful Strain; 


Flatt ry never ſues in vain: 


? ( 34 ] 

But, too foon, the happy Lover 

Does our tend reſt Hopes deceive : 

Man was form'd to be a Rover, 

_ Fooliſh Woman to believe, 
Feoliſa Woman to believe. 


$ ON G XXXVI. 
In the Chaplet. 
DAMON, PASTORA, LAURA. 


Damon. 


HREE Goddefles ſtanding together, 

| Thus puzzled young Paris one Day ; 
Can judge the Value of either, 

Where both bear ſo equal a Sway? 


PasSTORA. 


Confider my Wit and Condition, 
Conſider my Perſon likewiſe : 

+ + I never was us'd to petition ; 

But prythee make uſe of your Eyes. 


* 


p LavrRa. 


No Merit I plead but my Paſſion; 
*T'was needlef; to mention your Vow : 
t, with a little Compaſſion, 
On what this poor Boſom feels now. 


DAM OX. 

Some Genius direct me, or Dæmon, 

Or elſe I inay chance to chooſe wrong :!— _ 
You're Part of the Goods of Palæmon; [To Pasr. 
I give you to whom you belong. 

1 | 


: „ 


PasTORA. © 
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PAS TO RA. 


T know that my Perſon is charming, 
Beyond what a Clown can diſcover z 

That Dowdy your Senſes alarming, 
Proves what a dull Thing is a Lover. 


Pl! quit the dull Plains for the City, 

Where Beauty is follow'd by Merit : 

Your Taſte, ſimple Damon, I pity : 
Your Wit who would wiſh to inherit? 


Perhaps you may think you perplex me, 
And that I my Anger would {mother : 

The Loſs of one Lover can't vex me: 
My Charms will procure me another. 


I ne'er was more pleas'd I aſſure you: f 
How odious they look ! I can't bear em! 

I wiſh you much Joy of your Fury : | 
My Rage into Pieces could tear 'em ! 


' | Damon. 
Contented all Day I will ſet at your Side, 
Where Poplars far ſtretching o'er-arch the cool Tide; 
And, while the clear River runs purling along, 
The Thruſh and the Linnet contend in their Song. 
The Thruſh and the Linnet contend in their Song. 


LAURA. . 
While you are but by me, no Danger I fear; 
Ye bs, reſt in Safety, my Damon 1s near ; 
Bon n, ye blithe Kids, now your Gambols may 


pleaſe, „ 
For my Shepherd is kind, and my Heart is at Eaſe, 


I Ye- 2 : 


For my Shepherd, &c. 


1 
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| Who always are fportful, who always ar gay 
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DA Mo. 


Ve Virgins of Britain, bright Rivals of Day, 
The Wiſh of each Heart, and the Theme of each Lay; 
Ne'er yield to the dwain till he make you a Wife, 


For he who loves truly will take you for Life, 
For he who, &c. 


LAURA. 


Ve Vouths, who fear nought but theFrowns ofthe fair, 
*Tis yours to relieve, not to add to their Care; 
Then ſcorn to their Ruin Aſſiſtance to lend, 


Nor betray the ſweet Creatures you're born to defend, 
Nor betray, &c. 


| Both. 
For their Honour and Faith be our Virgins renown'd, 


Nor falſe to his Vows one young Shepherd be found : 
- Be their Moments all guided by Virtue and Truth, 


To preſerve in their Age what they gain'd in their 
Youth, 


R To preſerve in their Age what they gain'd in their 


Youth. 


SONG XXXVII. 


Fr my Paſtora, no longer your Swain, 
Quite ſick of his Bondage, can ſuffer his Chain: 
Nay, arm not your Brow with ſuch haughty Diſdain; 
My Heart leaps with Joy to be free once again 
Sing tol derol derol, 
Derol tol lol derol jol lol; 
Sing tol derol lol lol lol derol. 


F'l live like the Birds, thoſe feet Tenants of May, 
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How ſweetly their Sonnets they carol ail Day 
Their Love is but Frolick, their Courtſhip but Play : 
Sing tol derol, &c. | 


If firuck by a Beauty they ne'er ſaw before, 

In chirping ſoft Notes they her Pity impiore : 

She yields to Intreaty ; and, when the Fit's o'er, 

Tis an hundred to ten that they never meet more: 
Sing tol derol, &c. | 


SONG XXXVIIL 


HE Women all tell me I'm falſe to my,Laſs, - | 
That I quit my poor Chloe, and ſtick tomy Glaſs; * 


But, to you Men of Reaſon, my Reaſons I'll own, % 
And if you don't like them, why—let them alone. 


Altho' I have left her, the Truth I'll declare; 


I believe ſhe was good, and I'm ſure ſhe was fair: , 


But Goodneſs and Charms in a Bumper I ſee, 
That makes it as good and as charming as ſhe. 


My Chloe had Dimples and Smiles, I muſt own; 


But tho' ſhe could ſmile, yet, in Truth, ſhe could frown: - ? 


But tell me, ye Lovers of Liquor divine, 
Did you e'er ſee a Frown in a Bumper of Wine; 


Her Lillies and Roſes were juſt in their Prime; 
Yet Lillies and Roſes are conquer'd by Time : 
But in Wine, from its Age, ſuch a Benefit flows, 
That we like it the better, t*e older it grows. 


They tell me, my Love would in Time have been 
cloy'd, | 


And that Beauty's inſipid, when once 'tis enjoy'd : 
But in Wine I both Time and Enjoyment defy; 
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For the longer I drink, the more thirſty am J 
E | | 


[ 38 ] 


Let Murders, and Battles, and Hiſtory, prove 
The Miſchiefs that wait upon Rivals in Love : 
But in drinking, thank Heav'n, no Rival contends; 
For the more we love Liquor, the more we are Freinds. 


She tao might have poiſon'd the Joy of my Life, 
With Narſ.s, and Babies, and Sq aall; ng, and Strife: 
But my Wine neither Nurſes s nor Pabic can bring; 
And a big. belly a Botile's a mighty good I'hing. 


We ſhorten our Day's when with Love we engage; 
It brings og Diſcaſe s, and haſtens old Age : 

But Wine from grim Death can its Votaiies ſay e, 
And keep out t other Leg, when there's one in the 
Grave. 


Perhaps, like her Sex, ever falſe to their Word, 
She has left me, to get an Eſtate, or a Lord: 
But my Bumper (regarding nor Title nor Pelf) 
Will ſtand by me, when 1 can't fand by myſelf. 


Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain; 
She's rid of her Lover, and | of my Pain : 

For in Wine, mighty Wine, many Comforts I ſpy : 
Should ycu doubt t what 1 ſay, take a Bumper and try. 


S O NG XXXIX. 


E Medley of Mor+als, that make up this Throng, 
Spare your Wit for a Moment, and liſt to my 
Song; +; 

What you wort not expect here, my Wit hallbehew,. . 
And, what is more ſtrange, ev ry Word ſhall be trug: 


4 0 


A Sing Tantarirara, Truth all, Truth all 3 | 
* ding Tantararara, Truth all. 
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&. a Tov in the Place youn buy cheaper than mine; 
Bring your Laſſes to me, and you Il fave all your Coin: 
The Ladies alone will pay dear ſor my Skill; 
For, if they v. ill hear me, their Tongues mut lie fl li, 
Sing Tantararara, mute if. &c. 


Tho' our Revels are ſcorn'd by the grave and the wiſe, 

Vet they practiſe all Day what they ſeem to deſpite: 

Examine Mankind, from the great to the ſmall, 

Each Mortal's diſguis'd, and the World is a bail: 
Sing Tantar arara, Maſks ARS 


The Parſon, brimful of October and Grace, 
V/ith along taper Pipe, and a round rn „ Face, 
Will rail at our 3 but when it 1g dark, 
The Doctor's diſguis' d, and led nome by the Clerk: 
ding Lantararara, Maſks all, &c. 
The kerce - roaring Elade, with long Sword and 
cock'd * Fog | 
Who, with zcunds ! he did this, and d's-blood f! 
e' do that, 
When he comes to his Trial, he fails in his Part, 
And proves thut his Loos were but Malks to nis 
Heart: 1 
Sing Lantararara, Maſks all, &c. 


\ 


'The Betu : acts the Rake, and will tail: of Amours, 

Sncws Letters from Wives, and Appoimmcas from 
Whores; 

But a Creatur: lo modeſt avolds all Dilgrace; : 

For how would he bluſh, ſhould he meet Face to Face! 

ding 1 altararary, Maſks all, &C. 


The Courtiers and Patriots, mongſt other fine Things, 
Will talk of their Country, and Love to their Rings; 
| , $2 But 
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Bat their Maſks will drop off, if you ſhake but the rel, IL 
And ſhew King and Country all center d in Self: Wich 
Sing Tantararara, Maſks all, &c. — Ph 
With an Out ſide of Virtue, Miſs 3 the With 
Prude, 1 11 
If you touch her, ſhe — if you ſpeak, you 
are rude ; ; In m 
Thus ſhe's prim, and ſhe's coy, till her Bloſſoms N 
are gone, In L 
And, when et — by the Coachman, A 
„ 0 = 
ding 1antararara, Maſks all, &c. To 
(01 
„ith a grave Maſt: of Wiidcm, ſay Phyſic and Law, 1 
in your Caſe there's ro Fear, in your Cauie there's No 
no Flaw : 
| 0 iM Death and the Judge have decre'd they look big WI 
hen you find you h. ese a l. bottom'd a Wigz | 
Sing Tantararara, Maſs all, &c. Th 
Thus Life is no more than a Round of. Deceit, 
Each Neighbour will find that his next is a Cheat; | T 
Bur if, oh ye \ ortals, theſe Tricks ye purſue, A 
You at laſt cheat yourſelves,----and the Devil cheats |} | 
you: | A 
Sing Tantararara, Maſks all, Maſks all; I 
Sing Tantararara, Niaſks all. 
1 x 
SON. G XL. , 


The NoxPAREIL. Set by Ar. Boyce. 


7 H O' Chloe's out of Faſhion, 

5 Can bluſh and be ſinccre, r 
1 I'd toaſt her in a Bumper, 
If all the Pelles were here: 


_ 
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With ev'ry ſhining Virtue 
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What tho' no Di'monds ſparkle 
About hei Neck and Wait, 


The lorely Maid is grac'd, ' 
With ev'ry ſhining Virtue. | 
The lovely Maid is grac'd. 


In modeſt plain Apparel, 

No Patches, Paint, or Airs, 
In Debt alone to Nature, 

An Angel ſhe appears: 


From gay Coquets, high finiſii'd, 


My Chloe takes no Rules, 
Nor envies them their Conqueſts, 


The Hearts of all the Fools, 
Nor envies, &c. | | 


Who wins her muſt have Merit, 
Such Merit as her own, 

The Graces all poſſeſſing, 
Yet knows not.ſhe has one: 

Then grant me, gracious Heav'n, 
The Gifts you molt approve, 

And Chloe, charming Chloe! 
Will bleſs me with her Love; 

And Chloe, charming Chloe ! _ 
Will bleſs me with her Love. 


S O-NG---XLE 


"FARK ! away, tis the merry-ton'd Horn 
Calls the Hunters all up in the Morn : 
'To the Hills and the Wood-lands we ſteer, | 
To unharbour the out-lying Deer. 4 
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CHoRUS. 
And all the Day long, this, this is our Song, 
Still hollowing and following, ſo frolick and free; 
Our Joys know no Bounds while we're after the 
Hounds; 


No Mortals on Earth are ſo happy as we. 


Round the Woods when we beat how we glow ! 
While the Hills they all echo, hillo ! 
With a Bounce from the Covert he flies; 
Then our Shouts they reſound to the Skies. 
And all the Day long, &c. 


When we ſweep o'er the Vallies, or climb 
Op the health-breathing Mountains ſublime, 
M hat a Joy from our Labours we feel! 
Which alone they who taſte can reveal. 

And all the Day long, &c. 


At Night, when our Labour is done, 
Then we will go hollowing home, Th 
With hollo, hollo, and huzza! | 


. 
Reſolving to weet the next Day. 

3 TI 
Ind all the Day long, this, this is cur Song, 1 
Still hollowing and following, ſo frolick and free; T} 
Our Joys knows nb Bounds while we're after the | 

Hounds; _ 8 ON N 
No Mortals on Earth are ſo happy as we. © 
| | | 1 


SONG XLI. 


OW pleaſant a Sailor's Life paſtes, 
Wo roams o'er the watery Main! 

No Treaſure he ever amaſſes, | 

. But chcarfully ſpends all his Gain: 


We're 


W 


he 
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We're Strangers to Party and Faction; 
To Honour and Honeſty true; 


And would not commit a baſe Action 
For Power or Profit in View. 


CHORUS. 


Then why ſhould we quarrel for Riches, 
Or any ſuch glittering Toys! 

A light Heart and a thin Pair of Breeches 
Go thorough the World, brave Boys. 


The World is a beautiful Garden, 
Enrich'd with the Bleflings of Life, 

The Toiler with Plenty rewarding, 
Which Plenty too often breeds Strife : 

When terrible Tempeſts aſſail us, | 
And mountainous Billows affright, 


No Grandeur or Wealth can avail us; 


But fkilful Induftry ſteers right. 
'Then why ſhould we, &c. 


The Cour:ier's more ſabje& to Dangers; 


Who rules at the Helm of the State, 
Than we, who, to Politics Strangers, 
Eſcape the Snares laid for the great: 
The various Bleſſings of Nature 

In various Nations we try; 

No Mortals than us can be greater, 

Who merrily live 't ll we die. 


Then why ſhould we, &c. 


SONG XLIII. 


F Love's a ſweet Paſſion, how can it torment ? 
1 IF bitter, oh! tell me, whence comes my Content ? 
Since 


| 
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FH guck to their Decline ; 


"Tax? 


Since I ſuffer with Pleaſure, why ſhould I complain, 
Or grieve at my Fate? Since I know *tis in vain : 
Yet, ſo pleaſing the Pain is, fo ſoft is the Dart, 
At once it both wounds me and tickles my Heart, 
At once it both wounds me and tickles my Heart. 


I graſp her Hand genily, look languiſhing down, 


And by paſhonate Silence I make my Love known: 


But oh! how I'm bleſt, when ſo kind ſhe does prove, 
By ſome willing Miſtake to diſcover her Love! 
When, in ſtriving to hide, the reveals all her Flame, 
Our Eyes tel] each other what neither dare name, 
Our Eyes tell each other what neither dare name. 


How pleaſing is Beauty! how ſweet are the Charms! 


How delighttul En.braces ! how peaceful her Arms! 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 

"Tis taught us on Earth, and by all Things above: 
To Beauty's bright Standard all Heroes muſt yield; 
"Tis Beauty that conquers and keeps the fair Field: 
To Beauty's bright Standard all Heroes mult yield; 
Tis Beauty that conguers and keeps the fa Field. 


S ON G -XLIV, 


USY, curious, thirſty Fly, 
Drink with me, and drink as I, 
Freely welcome to my Cup, 


Coulcd'ſt thou ſip and ſip it up: 


Make the moſt of Life you may; 
Life is ſhort and wears away, 
Lite is ſhort and wears away. 


Both ahbe are mine and thine, 


Thane's 


Thane's 


Tho' re 
˖ rhreeſ 0 
Will a 

Will a} 


Will appear as ſhort as one, 


„ 1 
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Thine's a Summer, mine's no more, 
Tho' repeated to threeſcore: 
'Threeſcore Summers, when they're gone, 


Will appear as ſhort as one. 


SONG XLV. 


V fair, ye Swains, is gone aſtray ; 
The little Wand'rer loft her Way, 
In gath'ring Flow'rs the other Day : 
Poor Phillis, p09. Phillis, poor lovely Phillis, 


Ah! lead her home, ye gentle Swans, 
Who know an abſent Lover's Pains, 
And bring her ſafely o'er the Plains ; 
My Phillis, my Phillis, my lovely Phillis. 


Conceive what Tortures rack my Mind; 

And, if you'll be io juſt and kind, 

F'll give you certain Marks to find my 
My Phillis, &c. 


Whene'er a charming Form you ſee, 

Screnely grave, ſedately free, 

And mildly gay, it muft be ſhe; 
Tis Phillis, &c. 


Not boldly bare, or half undreſs'd, 

But under Cover ſlightly preſs'd, 

In ſecret plays the little Breaſt 1 
Of Phillis, &c. 5 


When ſuch a heav'nly Voice you hear, 
As makes you think a Dryad near, 

Ah! ſeize her, and bring home my Dear; 
| Tis — &c. 


— 
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The Nymph, whoſe Perſon, void of Art, 
Has ev'ry Grace in ev'ry Part, 

With murd'ring Eyes, yet harmleſs Heart, 
Is Phillis, &c. 


Whoſe Teeth are like an iv'ry Row, 

Whole kin is like the cleareſt Snow, 

Whoſe Face like nothing that I know, 
Is Phillis, &c. 


But reſt, my Soul, and bleſs your Fate; 
The Gods, who form'd a Piece ſo neat, 
So juſt, exact, and fo compleat, 

As Phillis, &c.“ 


Proud of their Hit in ſuch a Flow'r, 
Wuich fo exemplifes their Pow'r, 
Will guard, in cv'ry dang'rous Hour, 
My Phillis, my Phillis, my lovely Phillis. 


SONG XLVI. 
Set by Mr. Stanley. 


HAT beautecus Scenes enchant my Sight! 
How cloſely yonder Vine 
Does round that Elm's ſupporting Height 
It's v.-antoa Ringlets twine 
That Elm (no more a barren Shade) 
Is witch its Cluſters crown'd; 
And that fair Vine without itz Aid 
Had crept along the Ground, 
Had crept along the Ground. 


Let this, my fair one, move thy Heart 

Connubial Joys to prove; FP | E 
Yet mark what Care and Age impart, 
Nor thoughtleſs ruſh on Love: 


ht! 


[47] 
Know thy own Bliſs, and Joy to hear 
Vertumnus loves thy Charms, 
The youthful God that rules the Year, 
And keeps thy Groves from Harms, 
And keeps thy Groves from Harms. 


While ſome with ſhort-liv'd Paſſions glow, 
His Love remains the ſame ; 

On him alone thy Heart beſtow, 
And cool his conſtant Flame: 

So ſhall no Froſt's untimely Pow'r 
Deform the blooming Spring; 

So ſhall thy Trees, from Blaſts ſecure, 
Their wonted Tribute bring, 
Their wonted Tribute bring. 


SON & XLVII. 
The TirIi Ns PaHILoOSOPHERS, 


lOGENES, ſurly and proud, 

| Who fnarl'd at the Macedon Youth, - 
Debghted in Wine that was good, 

Becauſe in good Wine there was Truth; 
But, growing as poor as was Job, 

Unable (o purchaſe a Flaſk, 
He chote for his Manſion a Tub, 

And liv'd by the cent of the Caſk, 

And liv'd by the Scent of the Caſk. 


Her actirus ne'er would deny 
A Bumper to cherith his Heart; 
And when he was maudlin would cry, 


Becauſe he had empty'd his Quart: 
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Tho' ſome are ſo fooliſh to think, 

He wept at Men's Follies and Vice, 
*T was only his Cuſtom to drink 

Till the Liquor flow'd out of his Eyes, 
Till the Liquor, &c. 


DEmocriTvs always was glad 

To tipple, and cheriſh his Soul; 
Wou'd laugh, like a Man that was mad, 
When over a full lowing Bowl: 
As long as his Cellar was ttor'd, 
The Liquor he'd merrily quaff; 
And, when he was drunk as a Lord, 
At them that were ſober he'd laugh, 
At them, &c. 


Wiſe SoLox, who carefully gave 

Good Laws unto Athens of old, 

And thought the rich Crœſus a Slave 

(TTho' a King) to his Coffers of Gold, 
He delighted in plentiful Bowls ; 

But, drinking, much Talk would decline; 
Becauſe twas the Cuſtom of Fools 

To prattle much over their Wine, 

To prattle, &c. 


Old SocraTEs ne'er was content, 
Till a Bottle had heighten'd his Joys, 
Who in's Cups to the Oracle went, 
Or he ne'er had been counted ſo wiſc : 
Late Hours he moſt certainly lov'd, 
Made Wine the Delight of his Life, 
Or Xantippe would never have prov'd 
Such a damnable Scold of a Wife, 
Such a damnable, &c, 


1 THEOPHRASTLS, 


" 0 


And when he was whimfical grown, 
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THEOPHRASTUS, that eloquent Sage, 
By Athens ſo greatly ador'd, 

With a Bottle would boldly engage; 
When mellow, was briſk as a Bird; 

Would chat, tell a Story, and jeſt, 
Moſt pleaſantly over à Glaſs, 

And thought a dumb Gueſt at a Feaſt 
But a dull philoſophical Ats, 
But a dull, &c. 


Grave SENEcCa, fam'd for his Parts, 
Who tutor'd the Bully of Rome, 

Grew wiſe o'er his Cups and his Quarts, 
Which he drank like a Miſer at home; 
And, to ſhew he lov'd Wine that was good 

To the laſt, (we may truly aver it) 
He tinctur'd his Bath with his Blood, 
So fancy'd he dy'd in his Claret, 

So fanch d, &c. 


PrT»yac'ras did Silence enjoin 

On his Pupils, who Wifdom would ſeck, 
Becauſe that he tippled good Wine, 

Till himſelf was unable to ſpeak ; 


With ſipping his plentiful Bowls, 
By the Strength of. the Juice in his Crown 


He concciv'd Tranſmigration of Souls, 
He conceiv'd, &c. 


CoPERNICUs too, like the res. 
Believ'd there was Wiſdom in Wine, 

And thought that a Cup of the veſt 
Made Reaſon the better to ſliine: 
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With Wine he repleniſh'd his Veins, 
And made his Philoſophy reel; 
Then fancy'd the World, like his Brains, 
Turn'd round like a Chariot Wheel, 
Turn'd round, &c. 


AxAxakchus, more patient than Job, 
By Peſtles was pounded to Death; 
Yet ſcorn'd that a Groan or a Sob 8 
Should waſte the Remains of his Breath : 
But ſure he was free with his Glaſs, 
And drank to a Pitch of Diſdain, 
Or the Strength of his Wiſdom, alas ! 
I fear would have flinch'd with the Pain, 
I fear, &c. 


Ar1sTOTLE, that Maſter of Arts, 
Had been but a Dunce without Wine; 
And what we aſcribe to his Parts 
Is due to the Juice of the Vine : 
His Belly, moiſt Writers agree, 
Was as big as a watering Trough ; 
He therefore leap'd into the Sea, 
Becauſe he'd have Liquor enough, 
Becauſe, &c. 


When PrxrRro had taken a Glaſs, 
He ſaw that no Object appear'd 
Exactly the ſame as it was 
Before he had liquor'd his Beard ; 
For Things running round in his Drink, 
Which ſober, he motionleſs found, 
Occaſion'd the Sceptic to think 
There was nothing of Truth to be found, 
There was, &c. 
| Old 


E 


Old Pr Aro was reckon'd divine; 
He fondly to Wiſdom was prone; 
But had it not been for good Wine, 
His Merits had never been known: 
By Wine we are generous made; 
It furniſhes F: ancy with Wings; 
Without it we ne'er ſhould have had 
Philoſophers, Poets, or Kings ; 
Philoſophers, Poets, or Kings. 


SONG XLII. 


OW happy a State does a Miller poſſeſs, 
Who wou'd be no greater, nc;: fears to be leſs! 
On his Mill and himſelf he depends for Support, 
Which is better than ſervilely cringing at Court: 
What tho' he all duſty and whiten'd does go? 
The more he's bepowder'd the more like a Beau : 
A Clown :n his Dreſs may be honefter far 
'Than a Courtier who ſtruts with his Garter and Star, 
Than a Courtier who ſtruts with his Garter and Star. 


Tho' his Hands are ſo daub'd they're not fit to be ſeen, 
The Hands of his Betters are not very clean: 

A Palni more polite may as dirtily deal : 

Gold in handling will tick to the Fingers like Meal: 
What if, when a x Pudding for Dinner he lacks, 

He 1 without Scruple, from other Men's Sacks ? 
In this of right noble 333 he brags, 

Who borrow as freely from other Men's Baggs, 
Who borrow, &c. 


Or ſhould he endeavour to heap an Eſtate, 

In this too he'd mimic the Tools of the State, 

Whoſe Am is alone their own Coffers to fill, 

As all his Concern's to bring Griſt to his Mill: 
| F 2 
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He eats when he's hungry, he drinks when he's dry, 
And down when he's weary contented does lie; 
Then riſes up chearful to work and to fing : 

If ſo happy's a Miller, then who'd be a King? 
If fo happy's a Miller, then who'd be a King: 


SONG XLIX. 


OVE's a gentle gen'rous Paſſion, 
Source of all ſublime Delights, 
Which with mutual Inclination 
Two fond Hearts in one unites, 
Two fond Hearts in one unites, 


What are Titles, Pomp, or Riches, 
If compar'd with true Content ? 
That falte joy which now bewitches, 
When obtain'd, we may repent, 
When obtain'd, we may repent. 


4 ln. th — en e 


Lawleſs Paſſion brings Vexation; 
But a chaſt and conſtant Love 
Js a glorious Emulation 
Ot the bliſsful State above, 
Of the bliſsſul State above. 


8 SONG . 
TELLA and Flavia, ev'ry Hour, 


Do various Hearts furprize ; 
In Stella's Soul is all her Pow'r, 
And Flavia's in her Eyes: 
More boundleſs Flavia's Conqueſts are, 
And Stella's more confin'd; 
All can diſcern a Face that's fair, 
But few a heav'nly Blind. 
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, Stella, like Britain's Monarch, reigns - 
n O' er cultivated Land's : 


1 Like eaſtern Tyrants, Flavia deigns 
5 To rule o'er barren Sands 
>? Then boaſt, fair Flavia, boaſt thy Face, 


Thy Beauty's only Store ; 
Each Day that mgkes thy Charms decreaſe 
Will give to Stella more. 


. 
A” L in the Downs the Fleet was moor'd, 


The Streamers waving in the Wind, 
When black-ey'd Sufan came on board, 
Oh! where ſhall I my True-love find ? 
Tell me, ye jovial Sailors, tell me true, 
It my ſweet William tails among your Crew? 


William, who high upon the Yard 
Rock'd with the Billows to and tro, 
Soon as her well-known Voice he heard, 
He thigh” d, and caſt his Eyes below; 
The Cord flies ſwittly thro' his glowing Hands, 
And quick as Lightning on the Deck he ſtands. 


So the ſweet Lark. high pois'd in Air, 
Shuts cloſe his Pinions to his Breaſt, 
2 5 If chance his Matc's ſhrill Voice he hear, - 
And drops at once into her Net: 
The nobleit Captain in the Britzſh Fleet 
Might envy William's Lips thoſe Niſles ſweet, 


O Sus an! Suſan! ' lovely dear ! 
My Vows ſhall ever true remain ; 
Let me wipe off that falling Tear ; 
We only part to meet again: 
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Chan e as ye lift, ye Winds, my Heart fhall be 
The Fühful Compaſs that ſtill points to thee. 


Believe not what the Landmen ſay, WE 
Who tempt with Doubts thy conſtant Mind; | 
They'll tell thee Sailors, when away, I canne 
In ev'ry Port a Miſtreſs find: 8o c 
Ves, Yes, believe them, when they tell thee ſo, Beſide: 
For thou art preſent wherefoe'er I go. But 
If to fair India's Coaſt we ſail, But 
Thine Eyes are ſeen in Di monds bright; 
Thy Breath is Afric's ſpie) Gale; Come 
I hy Skin is Ivory fo white : | N. 
Thus ev'ry beautecus Object that I view | The 
Wakes in my Soul ſome Charms of lovely Sue. 
Theo? Battle calls me from thy Arms, | V 


Let not my pretty Suſan mourn; 
Tho' Cannons roar, yet ſaſe trom Harms 
W:1:am ſhall to his dear return: 
Love turns ande the Ealis that round me fly, 
Leit precious icers ſhould drop t:cin Suſan's Eye. 


The Boatſ-wain gave the dread ul Word, kg 
The S5;ls their 3 Poions ſpread; ; 
No IWN2ger mull the Ray CN Board 3 
They kits'd, ſhe figh'd, he hung his Head: 
Her leis'ning Boat un! illng rows to Land; 1 
Adieu, ſhe cry d, and way 4 ler lily Hand. ( 


S.O N G . LII- 


HF Hounds are all out, and the Morning 
docs PCP 3 f 
Why, Low now, you ſluggardly Set! 9 5 
Ho- 
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How can you, how can you he ſnoring afleep, - 
While we all on Horſeback are got, 
My brave Boy: ? 
While we all on Horſeback are got. 


I cannot get up, for the over- night” Cup 
So terribly lies in my Head ; 
Beſides, my Wife cries, my Dear, do not riſe, 
But cuddle me longer in Bed, 
My dear Boy; 
But cuddle me longer in Bed. 


Come, on with your Boots, and ſaddle your Mare, 
Nor tire us with longer D. lay; 
Tho Cry of the Hounds, and the Sight of the Hare, 
Will chaſe all dull Vapours away, | 
My brave Boys; 
Will chaſe all dull Vapours away. 


SONG LI. 


L Mortals, whom Fancies and troubles perplex, 
Whom Folly mifguides, and' Infirmities vex; 
V noie Lives hardly kno what it is to be bleſt; 
Vho riſe without Joy, and lie down without Reſt; 
Ovey the glad Summons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep ofthe Stream, and forget all your Care, 
Drink deepof the Stream, and forget all your Care. 


Old Maids ſhall forget what they wifh for in vain, 
And young ones the Rover they cannot regain z ; 


The Rake ſhall forget how laft Night he was cioy'd, 


And Chloe again be with Paſſion enjoy d: 
Obey then the Summons, to Lethe repair, 
And drink an Oblivion to Trouble and Care, 
And drink an Oblivion to Trouble and Care. 


The 
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Stream, and for 


Stream, and forget all Your Care, Lo 
i Firſt 
SONG LIV TI 


rms, 
"15 too wide for n y Arms, y #7 
Tis certain Miſs Fanny, 3 ſweet little De J 
: p ar, p 
And Lep yrs ſpring Odours when Lucy is near ; - 7 
But Chloe's all Oweetneſs, by Nature delipn'd, Wi 
e might call her an Hogſhead of double-refn'd. - 
When thedances, then leaps my fond Heartlike ap rog; 5 
en with Raptures I prets her, Pm oſt in a Fog 

eg for a Kis, While my \ os Þ renew g 
And imbibe ha 4 J int of Wbrofial Dew | 
She frequently mentions YOUNg Strephon the Beau: | Y 

But why ſhould I reckon my Rival a Foe 2 b 1. 
en let him proceed, it wil ne'er vive me Pain: f 85 8 
e both ſhall fin more than our Arms Will contain. A 
bf 


Some 
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2 3 
Hants * some Nymphs have angelical Sweetneſs and Graces 
Yay, But Chloe has rather a Cherubim's Face; 
0-day : She's always good-humonr'd, facetious, and free, 
* And only gives Pain when ſhe ſits on my Knee. 
dur Care 
ur Care, I art not, as tim'rous Fribbles have done, 

At the Subſtance of three or fovr Females in one; 
Firſt balance her Weight with his Majeſty's Coin, 
Then let the dear pond' rous Charmer be mine, 
oo tal 
mall; SONG LV. 
Is, 
ums. 
7 WAS when the Seas were roaring 
With hollow Blafts of Wind, 
r; A Damſel lay deploring, 
All on a Rock reclin'd : 
d. Wide o' er the rowhng Billoẽws 
She caſt a wiſhful Look; 
0g; Her Head was crown'd with Willows, 


4 | That trembled o'er the Brook. 


Twelve Months were gone and over, 
And nine long tedious Days, . 
4 | Why didſt thou, vent'rous Lover, 
Why d:dft thou truſt the Seas? 
- Ceaſe, ceaſe then, cruel Ocean, 
And let my Lover reſt: | 
Ah! what's thy troubled Motion 
To that within my Breaſt ? 


; The Merchant, rob'd of Pleaſure, 
Views Tempefts in Deſpair; 
But what's the Loſs of Treaſure 

of - To loſing of my Dear % 
# Should 
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Should you ſome Coaſt be laid on, 
Where Gold and Di'monds grow, 

'You'd find a richer Maiden, | 
But none that loves you ſo. 


How can they ſay that Nature 
Has nothing made in vain ? 
Why then beneath the Water 
Do hideous Rocks remain? 
No Eyes the Rocks diſcover, 
That lurk beneath the Deep, 
To wreck the wand'ring Lover, 
And leave the Maid to weep. 


All melancholy lying, 
Thus waiPd ſhe for her Dear, 
Repaid each Blaſt with ſighing, 
Each Billow with a Tear: 
When o'er the white Waves ſtooping, 


Then, like a Lilly drooping, 
She b&w'd her Head and dy'd. 


8 ON G IVI. 


Plains, ä 
Approach from your Sports, and attend to my Strains; 
Amongſt all your Namber, a Lover ſo true 
Was n&er ſo undone with ſuch Bliſs in his View. 


Was ever a Nymph ſo hard-hearted as mine? 
She knows me ſincere, and ſhe ſees how 1 pine; 
She does not diſdain me, nor frown in her Wrath, 
But calmy and mildly reſigns me to Death. 


His floating Corps ſhe ſpy'd, 9 


* Shepherds and Nymphs, that adorn the gay 


She 


— * _ 
oct 
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She calls me her Friend, but her Lover denies, 
dhe ſmiles when Pm chearful, but hears not my Sighs: 
A Boſom ſo flinty, fo gentle an Air, 

Inſpires me with Hope, and yet bids me deſpair. 


T fall at her Feet, and implore her with Tears, | 

Her Anſwer confounds, while her Manner endears : 
When ſoftly ſhe tells me to hope no Relief, 

My trembling Lips bleſs her, in ſpite of my Grief. 


By Night while I lumber, ſtill haunted with Carez 
J tart up in Anguiſh, and ſigh for the fair: 
'The fair fleeps in Peace; may ſhe ever do fo, 

And only, when dreaming, imagine my Woe. 


Then gaze at a Diſtance, nor farther aſpire, 

Nor think ſhe could love whom ſhe cannot admire 3 
Huſh all thy complaining ; and, dying her Slave, 
Commend her to Heav'n, thyſelf to the Grave. 


SONG LVII. 


. by Ms Stevenſon, at Vauxhall 


i Y a prattling Stream, on a Midſummer's Eve, 
1 B Where Woodbines and Jeſs'mine their Bows 
8 interweave; 
Fair Flora, I cry'd, to my Arbour repair: | 
J muſt have a Chaplet for ſweet William's Hair, 
J muſt have a Chaplet for ſweet William's Hair. 


She brought me the Vi'let that grows on the Hill, 
The vale-dwelling Lilly, and gilded Jonquil; 
| But ſuch languid Odours how could J approve, 
j- warm from the Lips of the Lad that I love? 
uſt warm, & c. 
| | She 
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= | 1 
14 \ 4 us. »* s 
d if 4 \v 0 + a6 


: 
— 


{ 6o ] 
She brought me, his Faith and his Truth to diſplay, 
The undying Myrtle, and ever green Bay; 
But why theſe to me, who've his Conftancy known ? 
And Billy has Laurels enough of his own, 
And Billy, &c. | 


The next was a Gift that I could not contemn, 

For ſhe brought me two Roſes that grew on a Stem; 

Of the dear nuptial Tye they ſtood Emblems confeſt; 

So I kiſs'd them, and preſs'd them quite clofe to my 
Breaſt, | 


So J kiſs'd tiem, &c. 


She brought me a Sun-flow'r ; — This, fair-one, s 
your Due; | 


For it once was a Maiden, and Love-fick, like you: 


O vive it me quick; to my Shepherd ['ll run, 
As true to his Flame as this Flow'r to her Sun, 
As true to his Flame as this Flow'r to her Sun, 


SONG LVIL 


AIR is the Swan, the Ermine white. 
And fair the Lilly of the Vale; 
The Moon, reſplendent Queen of Night, 
And Snows that drive before the Gale: 
In Fairneſs theſe the reſt excel; | 

But fairer is my Iſabel. 


Sweet is the Viet, ſweet the Roſe, 

And ſweet the Morning Breath of May; 
Carnations rich their Sweets diſcloſe, 

And the tweet winding Woobines {tray : 
In Sweetneſs theſe the reſt excel; 
Bu: ſweeter is my Iſabel. : 
2 Conſtant 
x 
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Conſtant the Poets call the Dove, 
And am'rous they the Sparrow call; 


„ 

— „ 
” 7 
1 . 
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Fond is the Sky-lark of his Lore, 


And fond the feather'd Lovers all : 
In Fondneſs theſe the reſt excel ; 
But fonder I of Iſabel. 


SONG LIX. 


Hex mighty Roaſt Beef was the Engliſhman's 
Food, 
It ennobled our Veins, and enriched our Blood : 
Our Soldiers were brave, and our Courtiers were good: 
O the Roaſt Beef of Old England ! 
And Old Engliſh Roaſt Beef! 


But, ſince we have learnt from all-conquering France 
'To eat their Ragouts, as well as to dance, 


We're fed up with nothing—but vain Complaiſance: : 
O the Roaſt Beef, &c. 


Our F CPL of old were robuſt, ſtout, and ſtrong, 

And kept open Houſe with good Chear all Day long, 

Which made their plump Tenants rejoice in this Song: 
O the Roaſt Beef, Oc. 


But now we are dwindled to—what ſhall I name? 

A ſneaking poor Race, half-begotten, —and tame, 

Who ſully thoſe Honours that once ſhone i in QF ame : 
O the Reaft Beef, c. 


When good Queen Elizabeth ſat on the Throne, 
E'er Coffee, or Tea, or ſuch Slip- flops were known, 

The World was in Terror, if e'er ſhe did frown : 
Ot Roaſt Beef, Sc. 


= 2 „ 2 


As Witneſs, the vaunting Armada of Spain: 
O the Rooſt Beef, Ec. 


In thoſe Days, if Fleets did preſume on the Main, 
They ſeldom or never return'd back again; 


Oh ! then they had Stomachs to eat and to fight," 


And, when Wrongs were a cooking, to do them- 


ſelves Right; 
O the Roaſt Beef cf Old England F 
And Old Engliſh Roaſt Beef. 
$SONG.--LX. 


AINLY now ye flrive to charm me, 
All ye Sweets of blooming May ; 


How ſhould empty Sunſhine warm me, 


While Lotharia keeps away? 
While Lotharia keeps away? 


Go, ye warbling Birds, go leave me; 


Shade, ye Clouds, the !miling Sky: 


Sweeter Notes her Voice can give me; 
2 ; 


Softer Sunſhine fills her Eye, 
Sotter Sunſhine fills her Eve. 


SONG LXI. 


SWEET Nan oF THE VALE. 


Na ſmall pleaſant Village, by Nature compleat, 


But now we're a -------- I ad. ts good Night : 


Ot a few honeſt Shepherds the quiet Retreat, 


J here liv'd a young Laſs, of ſo lovely a Mein 


As ſeldom at Balls or at Court can be ſeen : 


5 


The 


lain, 


And call'd her, in Raptures, ſweet Nan of the Vale. 


And Dick with her Beauty was ſo much poſſeſs'd, 


How far abroad th' ambiticus roam, | $ 
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The ſweet Damaſk Roſe was full-blown on her Check, 


The Lilly diſplay'd all its white on her Neck; 

The Lads of the Village all ſtrove to prevail, 

And call'd her, in Raptures, ſweet Nan of the Vale, 
Sweet Nan of the Vale, ſweet Nan of the Vale; 


Firſt young Hodge ſpoke his Paſſion, till quite oat 
of Breath, .= 
Crying, wounds, he cou'd hug her and kiſs her to 
Death; | b 
That he loathed his Food, and abandon'd his Reſt: 
Fut ſhe cou'd find nothing in them to endear, 
So fent them away with a Flea in their Ear, 
And ſaid no ſuch Boobies cou'd tell a Love Tale, 
Or bring to Compliance ſweet Nan of the Vale, 
Or bring to Compliance ſweet Nan of the Vale. 


'Till young Roger, the ſmarteſt of all the gay Green, 
Who lately to London on a Frolic had been, 
Came home much improv'd in his Air and Addrefs, 


And boldly attack'd her, not fearing Succeſs : 


He ſaid Heav'n form'd ſuch ripe Lips to be kiſs'd; 
And preſs'd her ſo cloſely ſhe could not reſiſt, 


And ſhew'd the dull Swains the right Way to aſſail, 


And brought to his Wiſhes ſweet Nan of the Vale, 
And brought to.his Wiſhes ſweet Nan of the Vale. 


SONG LXII. 


HAT care I for Affairs of State? 
Or who is rich, or who is great? 


To bring our Gold or Silver home? 3 
G 2 What 


= * 
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What is't to me, if France or Spain 
Conſent to Peace, or War maintain ? 


pay my Taxes, Peace or War, 
And wiſh ail well at G:braltar ; 
Bur mind the Cardinal no more 
Than any other ſcarlet Whore : 


Grant me, ye Pow'rs, but Health and Reſt, 


And let who will the World conteſt. 


Near ſome ſmooth Stream, oh! let me keep 


My Liberty and feed my Sheep: 

A ſhady Walk, well lin'd with Trees; 

A Garden, with a Range of Bees ; 

An Orchard, which gocd Apples bears, 
"Where Spring a long green Mantle wears: 


Where Winters never are ſevere; 

Good Barley-lands, to make good Beer; 
With Entertainment for a Friend ; 

To ſpend in Peace my latter End 

In Honeſty, and home-ſpun grey; 

And let the Ev'ning crown the Day. 


SONG LXIII. 


S there a Charm, ye Pow'rs above, 
io caie a wounded Breaſt; 
Thro' Reaſon's Glais to look at Love, 

To wiſh, and yet to reſt? 
Let Wiſdom boaſt, *tis ail in vain, 
An Empire o'er the Mind; 
7Tis Beauty, Beauty helds the Chain, 
Agd triumphs o'er Mankind, 
And triumphs o'er Mankind. 


Thrice- 


cœ- 
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Thrice-happy Birds, who on the Spray 
Unartful Notes prolong, 
Your feather'd Mates reward the Lay, 
And yield to pow'rful Song : 
By Nature ficrce, without Controul, 
The human Savage ran; 
Till Verſe 1:fin'd the ſtubborn Soul, 
And civiliz'd the Man, 
And civiliz'd the Man. 


Verſe turns aſide the Tyrant's Rage, 
And chears the drooping Slave; 

It wins a Smile from harry Age, 
And difappoints the Grave : 

The Force of Numbers muſt ſucceed, 
And ſooth each other Ear ; 


Tho' my fond Cauſe ſhould Phoebus plead, 


He'd find a Daphne here, 
He'd find a Daphne here. 


Did Heav'n ſuch wond' rous Gifts produce, ; 


To curſe our wretched Race; 

Say, muſt we all the Heart accuſe, 
And yet approve the Face ? 

Thus, in the Sun, be-drop'd with Gold, 
The baſking Adder lies; 

The Swain admires each ſhining Fold, 
Then graſps the Snake, and dies, 
Then graſps the Snake, and dies. 


SONG LXIV. 


ILVIA, wilt thou waſte thy Prime, 
Stranger to the Joys of Love? 
Thou haſt Youth, and that's the Time 
Ev'ry Minute to improve: 
Is . G 3 


Round 
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Round thee wilt thou never hear 
Little wanton Girls and Boys 

Sweetly ſounding in thy Ear, 

Sweetly ſounding in thy Ear, 

Infants Prate and Mother” s Joys? 


Only view that little Dove, 

Softly cooing to his Mate; 
As a further Proof of Love, 

See her for his Kiſſes wait: 
Hark ! that charming Nightingale, 

As he flies trom Spray to Spray, 
Sweetly tunes an am'rous Tale, 
Sweet: tungs, &c. 

1 lov e, I love, he ſtrives to ſay. 


Could I to thy Soul reveal 
But the leaſt, the theuſandth Part, 
Of thoſe Pleaſures Lovers feel, 
in a mutual Change of *Teart: 
Then, repenting, would'ſt thou ſay, 
Virgin Fe rs, from hence remove, 
All rhe Time is thrown away, 
All the Time is thrown awa,, 
T'kat we do not ſpend in Love. 


SON GG LAY, 
E T' Ambition fire the Mind; 


thou: wert born o'er Men to reign, 
Not to follow Flocks deſign'd: 
dcorn thy Crook, and leave the Plain. 


Crowns I'll throw bencath thy Feet ; 
ITnou on Necks of Kirps thalt tread; 

Joys in circhng Joys ſhall meet, 

W Hich Way e er thy Fancy's led. 


= 
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Let not Toils of Empire fright ; 
Toils of Empire Fieaſures are: 


Thou thalt only know Delight; 
All the Joy, but not the Care. 


Shepherd, if thou'lt yield the Prize, 
Fer the Bleilings I beſtow, 

Joyful I'll aſcend the Skies, 
Happy thou ſhalt reign below. 


SONG LXVI. 
CoLin's COMPLAINT. 


EAR Chloe, while thus beyond Meaſure 
You treat me with Doubts and Diſdain, 
You rob all your Youth of its Pleaſure, 
And hoard up an Old-Age ef Pain: 
Your Maxim, that Love is ſtill founded 
On Charms that will quickly decay, 
You'll find to be very ill grounded, 
When once you its Dictates obey. 


The Paſſion, from Beauty firft drawn, 
Your Kindneſs will vaſtly improve; 

Soft Smiles and gay Looks are the Dawn, 
Fruition's the Sun-ſhine, of Love: 

And, tho' the bright Beams of your Eyes 
Should be clouded, that now are fo gay, 

And Darkneſs poſſeis all the Skies, | 
We ne'er can forget it was Day. 


Old Darby, with Joan by his Side, 
You've often regarded with Wonder; 
He's dropiical, ſhe is ſore-ey' d; 
Yet they're ever uncaſy alunder : | 
Togtthes - 
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Together they totter about, | 
Or fit in the Sun at the Door, 


Such 8 
And, at Night, when old Darby's Pot's out, Into a W 
His Joan will not ſmoak a Whiff more. Where 
| W hilit N 

No Beauty or Wit they poſſeſs, AsS 
Their ſeveral Failings to ſmother ; rue Sou 
Then what are thcſe Charms, can you gueſs, They 

That makes them ſo fond of each other? 

Tis the pleaſing Remembrance of Vouth, Here F 
Ihe Endearments that Love did beſtow : Whe 
The Thoughts of paſt Pleaſure and Truth Here C 
Are the beſt of all Bleſſings below. me 

c 
Thoſe Traces for ever will laſt, Ts 
Which Sickneſs nor Time can remove; But 3: 
For when Vouth and Beauty are paſt, W. 


And Age brings the Winter of Love, 
A Friendſhip inſenſibly grows, 

By Reviews of ſuch Raptures as theſe ; 
The Current of Fondneſs ftilt flows, 

Which decrepid Old-Age cannot freeze. 


SONG LXVII. 


GaEENwOOD HALL: Or, Colin's Deſcription ( 
his Wife) of Vauxhall. 


Mak] ſoft in Feature! 


I've been at dear Vauxhall; 
No Paradiſe is ſweeter, 


Not that they Eden call : 
At Night ſuch new Vagaries, 
Such gay and harmleſs Sport, 


All look'd like giant Fairies, 


And this their Monarch's Court. 0 
unn, 


ut 


2 
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Methought, when firſt I enter'd, 
Such Splendor round me hone, 
Into a World J venturd, | 
Where roſe another Sun j 
Whilit Muſic, never cloying, 
As Sky-larks ſweet I hcar ; 
The Sounds Pm ſtill enjoying: 
They'll always footh my Ear. 


Here Paintings, ſweetly glowing, 
Wheie-e'er our Glances fall; 
Here Colours, Life beftowing, 
Bedeck this Greenwood Hall: 
The King there dubs a Farmer; 
There John his Doxey loves; 
But my Delight's the Charmer 
Who ſteals 2 Pair of Gloves “. 


As, ſhil amaz'd, I'm ſtraying 
O'er this enchanted Grove, 
I ipy a Harper | playing 
All in his proud Alcove : 


I doff my Fat, defiring 


He'd tune up buxom Joon 3 
But what was I admuring ? 
Adzooks, a Nan of Stone. 


But now, the Tables ſpreading, 
They all tall to wita Glce ; 

Not een at Squire's fine e 
Such Dainties did I tee : 


I long'd 


* Alluding to three Pictures in the Pavillions, viz. The 
King and Mi:ler of Mansfie :d, the Sailor in a Tippling- -hoyie 


in War pping, and the Ciri _ is ſtealing a Kils from the 


fleeping Gentleman. 
1 Mr. Handel's Statue. 
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I long' d (poor ſtarveling Rover); 
But none heed Country Elves ; 
Theſe Folk, with Lace daub'd over, 
Love only dear themſelves. 


Thus, whilſt mid Joy abounding, 
As Graſshoppers they're gay ; 
At Diſtance, Crowds ſurrounding 

The Lady of the May + : 
The Man i' th' Moon peep'd lily, 
Soft twinkling thro the Trees, 
As tho' twou'd pleaſe him highly 
To taſte Delights like theſe. 


SONG LXVII. 


Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. 

URE a Laſs in her Bloom at the Age of Nineteen, 
Was nc'er ſo diſtreſt as of late I have been; 

I know not I vow any Earm I have done, 

But my Mother oft te!l: me ſhe'll have me a Nun, 

But my Mother oft tells me ſhe'll have me a Nun. 


Don't you think it a Pity a Girl ſuch as I, | 
Should be ſentenc'd to pray, and to fait, and to cry; 
With Ways ſo devout I'm not like to be won, 


And my Heart it loves Frolick too well for a Nun. 
And my Heart, &c. 


To hear the Men flatter, and promiſe, and ſwear, 
Is a thouſand Times better to me I declare; 


+ Her Royal Hig 


a ſplendid Pavillion, 


bneſs the Princeſs of Wales, Gtting under 


1 can keep 
Nay beſid 0 


N ay peſid 0 


ot to lo 
Be yield 
To hve 0 
Nay 1 {00 
Nay 1 {oC 


Perhaps» 
I'm {ure 
But, if 
And be 
And be 


He. 


Sh, 


She. No never! I can never be yours. 
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can keep my ſelf chaſte, nor by Wiles be undone ; 9 
Nay beſides I'm to handſome, I think for a Nun. 
Nay beſides, &c. 


Not to love or be lov'd, oh! I never can bear, 
Nor yield to be ſent to, one cannot tell where; 
To live or to die in this Caſe were all one, 

Nay I ſooner would die, than be reckon'd a Nun. 
Nay I ſooner, &c. 


Perhaps, but to teaze me, ſhe threatens me ſo, 
I'm ſure, was ſhe me, ſhe wou'd ſtoutly fay no ; 
But, if ſhe's in Earneft, J from her will run, 
And be married, in Spite, that I may'nt be a Nun. 
And be married, in Spite, that I may'nt be a Nun. 


SONG LXIX. 
CoLLIiN and PHILL12, @ Dialogue. 


He. EAR Phillis, ſweet Girl, be now kind to 
my Paiu, 9 5 
Nor ſuffer me longer to court you in vain, 
And I'll love you fincerely for ever, 


And [I'll love you ſincerely for ever, 
And I'll love, &c. 


She. Ah! Collin, my Heart was about to comply, 
But what my Heart wiſhes, my Fears will deny: 
I can never be yours. EY 
He. What never? * 


He. What never? | 
She. No never! I ne'er can be yours. 
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He. Fie, Phillis, how can you ſtill trifle with Love; 

Away with your Fears, and my Paſſion approve. 
When I tell you, I love you for ever, 


When I tell you, I love you for ever, 
When I tell you, &c. 


— 


She. Fie, Collin, how can you ſtill teaze me in vain, 


When I told you before, and I tell * again; 
I can never be yours, 
He. What never ? 
She. No never! I can never be yours: 
He. What never ? 


She. No never! I ne'er can be yours. 


He. Then adieu to all Joy, my Heart will ſure break, 
If my Phillis denies what IT fondly did ſeek. 
I can never be happy, no never, 
I can never be happy, no never, 
I can never, &c. 


She. Then away withmy Doubts, Ican fondly believe, 

That Collin his Phillis, will never deceive. 
That Collin will love me. 

He. For ever. 

Se. You never, ſure never, WI leave me. 

He. No never! 

She. You never, ſure never, will le we me. 

He. No never, no never, will leave vou 


SONG LXX. 


The MiLLER's WENDING. 


EAVE, Neighbours, your Work, and to ſport 
and to play, 


Let the Tabor ftrike up and the Village be gay; 
Let the TR ſtrike vp and the FOO be gay. 


fe 
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No Day thro' the Year ſhall more chearful be ſeen, 
For Ralph of the Mill marries Sue of the Green ; 
For Ralph of the Mill marries Sue of the Green. 


I love Sue, and Sue loves me, 
And while the Wind blows, 
And while the Mill goes, 
Who'll be ſo happy, ſo happy as we ? 


Let Lords and fine Folks, who for Wealth take a Bride, 
Be married To-day, and To-morrow be cloy'd ; 

Be married, &c. 

My Body is ſtout, and my Heart is as ſound, 

And my Love like my Courage will never give Ground. 
I love Sue, &c. | 


Let Ladies of F aon the beſt Jointures wed, 
And prudently take the beſt Bidder to Bed ; 
And prudently, &c. 1 
Such figning and ſealing's no Part of our Bliſs. ff 
We ſettle our Hearts, and we ſeal with a Kits. "= 
J love Sue, K. 


Tho' Ralph is not courtly, nor none of your Beaus, 
Nor bounces, nor flatters, nor wears your fineCloaths; 
Nor bounces, &c. 

In nothing he'll borrow from Folks of high Life, 
Nor e'er turn his Back on his Friend, or his Wife. 


J love Sue, &c 


While thus I am able to work at my Mill, 
While thus thou artkind, and thy Tongue but lies 69% 

While thus, &c 

Our Joys ſhall continue, and ever be. new, 

And none be ſo happy as Ralph and his Sue. 

T love Sue, &c. 
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SONG EXXI: 


AYS Damon to Phallis, ſuppoſe my fond Eves, 
_ Reveal with what Ardour I glow ; 
Reveal with what Ardour I glow : 
Well, what if they do, there's no Harm ſure, ſhe cries? 
I can but deny you, you know, you know ; 
I can but deny you, you know. 


Suppoſe I ſhould aſk of thoſe Lips a {weet Kiſs, 
Say, wou'd you the Favour beſtow ; 
Say, wou'd you the Favour bettow: 

Lord blefs me, ſaid ſhe, what a Queſtion is this? 
I can but deny you, you know, you know; 
can but deny you, you know, | 


Suppoſe, not contented, I ſtill aſk for more, 
For Fleaſure from Pleaſure will grow; 
For Pleaſure from Pleaſure will grow: 
Suppoſe what you will, iFe replied as before, 
can but deny you, you know, you know ; 
I can but deny you, you know. 


Come then, my dear Love, to the Wood let's repair, 
Cry'd Damon, and offer'd to go; 
Cry'd Damon, and offer'd to ge: 
No, no, with a Bluſh, anſwer'd i hillis, for there 
I could not deny you, you know, you know; 
I could not deny you, you know. 


SONG 


Eyes, 


e cries? 
WW ; 
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SONG L-XI. 


The WurtL-BarRow. A CaxTarta. 


RECITATIVE. 
S Porter Will, alo:y St. Paul's did move, 
Depreſt with weigh y Load, but more by Love; 
By Chance the fair Ce iſſa there he found, 
Crying her fine Heart-Cherries, round and ſound: 
Will, joyous Inſtant pitch'd; then ſtrait careſs d her, 
And leaning o'er her Barrow thus addreſs'd her. 


Alx. 

Thy Lips are Cherries, ſweeter far 
Than thoſe which in the Barrow are, 
Than thoſe which in the Barrow are; 
With ſuch a Store of Charms, 'tis well 
You may have folen Hearts to ſell, 
You may have ftclen Hearts to felt: 
Mine, dear Ceriſſa, too, you know 
You ſtole it from me long ago; 

And now I ſtoop, to aſk of thee, 
To give it back, or marry me. 


RRBCITATIVE. 
Ceriſſa, archly leering as he on 
While all the Cherry bluſh'd upon her Cheek, 
The melloweſt Fruit, unno c'd culPd apace, 
And ſent like Thunder at his doleful Face; 
Then gralp' d her Barrow, trundl:d ſoft along, 
And, looking round at Will, triumphant ſung: 


Als. 

Shall I, poſſeſt of all theſe Charme, 

Skep nightly in a Forter's Arms ? 

M'ambitious Soul deteſts ſuch Scum, 

And fighs for Conqueſts yet to come : | 
K Fair 


N 
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Fair Youths my * v "reign Power ſhall feel, 


Ten thouſand Hearts UII daily ſteal; —4 

And beauicous Nymphs ſhall envious ſee, Am 
if Crown'd Heads and Dukes ſubmit to me. Th. 

' Ani 
1 S O N G* LXXII.. Sh 
| — An 
Tee DvsT-CarT. # favourite CAN TATA. Sh; 


RECITATIVE. 


S tink'ring Tom the Streets his trade did cy, 
| He ſaw his lovely Sylvia paſling by; 

in Duſt-Cart high advanc'd, the Nymph was plac'd, 
With the rich Cancers round . er lovely wailt. 


Fo £ 
— 48 — — 
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| " Tem with uplifted Hands ch' Cccakicr, bleit ; 
| 4 And chue, in ſoothing Strains, the Maid addreſt. 
3 AIR. 
3 O Sylvia, while you drive your Cart, 1 
1 1 To pick up Duſt, you ſteal our Hearts, 5 I No 
W: You take our Duſt, and ſteal our Hearts: Pe 
5 | That mire is gone, alas! is true, fi 
= And dwells among the Duſt with you, TE Ti 
And dwells among the Duſt with you: | x 
7 1 Ah ! lovely Sylvia, eaſe my Pain; Ou 
. | _ Give me my Heart ; ou ſtole again. It i 
38 Give me my Heart, out of your- Cart; "Wa 
4 | Give me my Hear. you ſtole again. 1 
be | RECiTATIVE. H. 
Sylvia, advanc'd above the Rabble Rout, " 
S: Exuing roll'd her ſparkling Eyes about! D 
| She ea d her ſwelling Breaſt, as black as Sloe, | * 
And .vok'4 Diſdain on little Folks below : * | T 
To Ton. ſhe nodded, as the Cart drew on, 3 
ö And then reſolv' d to ſpeak, ſhe cry d, top, John. | 
„ A | 
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Ale. 
Shall I, who ride above the feſt, 
Be by a paitry Crowd oppreſt: 
Ambition now my Soul does ſire, 
The Youths ſhall languiſh and admire : 
And ev'ry Girl with anxious Heart, 
Shall long to ride in my Duſt-Cart : 
And ev'ry Girl vith anxicus Heart, 
Shall long to ride in my Duſt Cart. 


SONG LXXIV. 
W E' VE fought, we have conquer'd, and 


England once more, 


Shall flouriſh in Fame, as ſhe flouriſh'd before; 


Our Fears all are fled, with our Enemies ſlain, 
Cou'd they riſe up anew, we wou'd ſlay them again, 
Cou'd they rite up anew, we wou'd ſlay them again. 


His Monarch to ſerve, or to do himſelf right, 


No Engliſhman yet, ever flinch'd from the Fight ; 

For why! Neighbours all, we are free as the King, 
Tis that makes us brave, and tis that makes us fing, 
Tis that makes us brave, and 'tis that makes us ſing. 


Our Prince too, for this may be thankful to Fate, 
It is in our Freedom, he finds himſelf great: 


No Force can be wanting, nor meaner Court Arts, 


He's Maiter of all, who will reign in our Hearts, 
He's Maſter of all, who will reign in our Hearts. 


Should Rebels within, or ſhould Foes from without,. 
Bring the Crown on his Head, or his Honour in doubt: 
We are ready—ſtill ready—and boldly foretell, 
That Conqueſt ſhall ever with Liberty dwell, 
That Conqueſt ſhall ever with Liberty dwell. _ 
. H 3 Aud 


1 
And now bring us forth, as the Crown of our Labour, 
Much Wine, and good Cheer, with the Pipe and 
the Tabor: 7 
Let our Nymphs all be kind, and our Shepherds 
ns £ | | 
For England, Old England, is happy To-day, 
For England, Old England, is happy To-day. 


SON G LXXV. 


1 : 
= OULD you in her you love be bleſt, 
3 Ye Lovers, theſe Inſtructions mind; 
Conceal the Paſſion in your Breaſt, 
Be dumb, inſenſible, and blind: 
But if with gentle Looks you meet, 
And tee the artleſs Bluſhes riſe; 
Be ſtent, loving, and ditcreet, 
The Oracle no more implies. 


When once you prove the Maid fincere, 

Where Virtue is with Beauty join'd ; 
Then boldly like yourſclves appear, 
No more inſenſible or blind: . 
Pour forth the Tranſports of your Heart, 
And fpeak your Soul without Diſguiſe; 
"Tis Fondneſe, Fondneſs, muſt impart, 
Ihe Oracle no more implies. 


ho pleafing, fatal is the Snare, 
That fill entraps all Womankind; 

Ladies, beware, be wiſe, take care, 

Be deaf, infenſivle, and blind: 

Bat thau'd ſome fond deſerving Youth, 
Agree to join in Hymen's "I 1es ; 

Fe tender, conſtant, crown his Truth, 

he Oracle no more implies. 


SONG 
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$ONG IXXVI. 


O dear Amaryllis young Strephon had long 
| Declar'd his fx'd Paſſion, and dy'd for in Song; 
He went one May- morning to meet in the Grove, 
By her own dear Appointment this Goddeſs of Love; 
Mean while in his Mind all her Charme he ran o'er, 
And doated on each; can a Lover do more: 


He waited, and waited, then changing his Strain, 

Twas Fury, and Rage, and Deſpair, and Diſdain, 

The Sun was commanded to hide his dull Light, 

And the whole Courſe of Nature was alter'd down- 
right, | 

Twas his hapleſs Fortune to die and adore, 

But never to change ; can a Lover do more ? 


Cleora, it hap'd, was by Accident there ; 


No Roſe- bud fo tempting, no Lilly ſo fair; 


He preſs'd her white Hand, next her Lips he eſſay'd, + 
Nor would ſne deny him; fo civil the Maid! 

Her kindly Compliance his Peace did reſtore, 

And dear Amaryllis was thought of no more. 


SONG LXXVII. 


HEN e'er I meet my Celia's Eyes, 
Sweet Rapturcs in my Boſom riſe, 
My Feet forget to move, 
My best forget to move: 
She too reclines her lovely Head, 


Soft Bluſhes o'er her Cheeks are ſpread, 


Sure this is mutual Love! 
Sur: his is mutual Love! 


[ fo ] 
My beating Heart is wrapt in Bliſs, 
Whene'er | fteal a tender Kiſs, 
Beneath the filent Grove; 
Beneath, &c. - 
She ſtrives to frown, and puts me by, 
Yet Anger dwells not in her Eye, 
Sure this is mutual Love! | 
Sure this, &c. | : 


| | | a Fam Oo 
And once, oh! once, the deareſt Maid, Muf 
| All 

As on her Breaſt my Head was laid, | My! 
Some ſecret Impulſe drove; | | 

Some, &Cc. | Beneat] 

Me, me, her gentle Arms careſt, How © 

And to her Boſom cloſely preſt, And 

Sure this is mutual Love! | | while 

Sure this, &c.. The \ 


And now tranſported with her Charms, 
A ſoft Defire my Boſom warms, 

Forbidden Joys to prove ; W he 
Forbidden, &c. | 


85 
Trembling for fear ſhe ſhould comply, The 
She from my Arms prepares to fly, Fir 


Tho? warm'd with mutual Love! | | ( 
| Tho' warm'd, &c. 


This Moment tie our willing Hands, i 
And all thy Fears remove; 
And all thy Fears remove; 

A modeſt Bluſh Conſent expreſs'd, 

And now we hve ſupremely bleſt, 

A Life of mutual Love 

A Life of mutual Love ! 


-: 
Oh ftay ! I cry'd, —let Hymen's Bands, | 0 
. 


SONG 
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SONG LXXVII.. 


* Jenny of the GREEN. 


HILE others ſtrip the new fall'n Snows, 
And ſteal it's F ragrance from the Roſe,” 
To dreſs their Fancy's Queen; 
Fain would I ling, but Words are faint, 
All Mulick's Pow'rs too weak to paint, 
My Jenny of the Green. 


Beneath this Elm, beſide this Stream, 
How oft I've tun'd the fav'rite Themes, 
And told my Tale unſcen ; 
While faithful in the Lover's Cauſe ; 
The Winds would murmur ſoft Applauſe, 
To Jenny of the Green. 


With Joy my Soul reviews the Day, 
When deck'd in all the Pride of May, 
She hail'd the ſylvan Scene ; | 
Then ev'ry Nymph that hop'd to pleaſe, 
Firſt ſtrove to catch the Grace and Eaſe 
Of Jenny of the Green. 


Then deaf to ev 'ry Rival's Sigh, 
- On me ſhe caſts her partial Eye, 
Nor ſcorn'd my humble Mien; 
The Fragrant Myrtle Wreath I wear, 
That Day adorn'd the lovely Hair 
Ot Jenny of the Green. 


Through all the fairy Land of Love 85 * 
Py ſe:k my pretty wand'ring Dav e, 

The Pride. of gay Fifteen; | 
Though 


[ 82 ] 
Though now ſhe treads ſome diſtant Plain, 


Though far apart, I'll meet again 
My Jenny of the Green. 


But thou, old Time, till that bleſs'd Night 

That brings her back with ſpeedy Flight, 
Melt down the Hours between ; 

And when we meet, the Loſs repay, 

On loit'ring Wing prolong my Stay 
With Jenny of the Green. 


SONG LXXIX. 


F all my Experience, how vaſt the Amount, 
Since fifteen long Winters I fairly can count; 

Was ever poor Damſel ſo ſadly betray d, | 

To live all thoſe Years, and yer ſtill be a Maid ; 

To live all thoſe Years, and yet ſtill be a Maid. 


Ye Heroes triumphant, by Land and by Sea, 

Sworn Vort'ries to Love, yet unmindful of me; | | 

Ot Proweſs approv'd, of no Danger afraid, Ou 
W ill you ſtand by like Daftards, and ſ-e me a Maid; 
Will you ſtand, &c. | 


Ye Counſellors ſage, who have eloquent Tongues, 
Can do what you pleaſe, both with Right and with 3 
Wrong; N 
Lian it be by Law, or by Equity ſaid, a 

That a comely young Girl ought to die an old Maid; 
That a comely, &c. | 


Ye learned Phyficians, whoſe exccllent Skill, 
Can fave or demoliſh, can cure or can kill; 


To 


ht 


1 
To a poor forlorn Damſel contribute your Aid, 


Who is nick, very ſick, of remaining a Maid; 
Who is ſick, &c. 


Ye Fops I invoke not to liſt to my Song, 


You anſwer no End, and to no Sex belong; 


Ye Echo of Echos, and Shadow of Shades, 
For if I had you, I might ſtill be a Maid; 
For if I had you, I might ftill be a Maid; 


S ONO LXXX. 


OME Roger and Nell, come Simkin and Bell, 
Each Lad with his Laſs hither come, 
With Singing and Dancing, in Pleaſure advancing, 
To celebrate Harveſt Home: 
"Tis Ceres bids play, and keep Holiday, 
To celebrate Harveſt Home, - Harveſt Home, 
To celebrate Harveſt Home. | 


Our Labour is o'er, our Barns in full Store, 
Now ſwell with rich Gifts of the Land ; 
Let each Man then take, for his Prong and his Rake, 
His Cann and his Laſs i in his Hand: 
For Ceres, &c. 


No Courtier can be, ſo happy as we, 
In Innocence, Palme, and Mirth, 

While thus we carouſe, with our Sweetheart or Spouſe, 
And rejoice o'er the Fruits of the Earth: | 
When (eres bids play, and keep Holiday, 

To celebrate Harveſt Home, Harveit Home, 
To celebrate Harveſt Home, 


SONG 
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SONG LXXXI. 


Favourite CAN TATA. 


HO'll buy a Heart, Myrtilla cries, 
And throws around her wanton Eyes; 

An eaſy Shape, a graceful Air, 

A Face, like lovely Hebe's, fair : 

A Pair of Eyes that wound at Sight, 

And foil the Diamonds piercing Light ; 

Come hither ye that long to prove, 

The Soul mchanting Joys of Love, 

Come, quickly come, for he 

Buys, that bids the moſt for me : 

But let no ſordid Wretch preſume, 

With even Crœſus Wealth to come, 

Nor vainly hope for Gems, or Gold, 

Such Charms as theſe can ne er be ſold ; 


So vile a Change [| ſcorn to make, 


For Love's the only Coin I take. 


SONG LXXXII. 
WIN Phoebus the Tops of the Hills does 


adorn, 

How ſweet 1s the Sound of the echoing Horn ; 
When the antling Stag is rouz'd with the Sound, 
Erecting his Ears nimbly ſweeps o'er the Ground; 
And thinks he has left us behind on the Plain, 

But ſtill we purſue, and now come in View of the 
| glorious Game: | 
O ſee, how again, he rears up his Head, 
And winged with Fear, he redoubles his Speed: 


But 


Jes 
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But oh! 'tis in vain that he flies. | 

That his Eyes loſe the Huntſman, his Ears loſe the 
Cries: - | , : 

For now his Strength fails him he heavily flies, 

And he pants 'till with well-ſcented Hounds ſur- 

| rounded he dies. | 


SONG IXXXIII. 


FO more for another my Boſom ſhould glow, 

If Daphne would hear me and pity my Woe; 
A fond 'Tale of Love I'd in Raptures repeat, - 1 
What my Heart can't expreſs that my Eyes ſhould + 


intreat. | 


But ah! by what Fancies we Lovers are led, 

To Pleaſures as great as the Pain that I dread ; 
Still I fear I muſt ſuffer and languiſh for you, 
Tho' hopeleſs my Paſſion, ftill love and be true. - 


When abſent from thee ſti]! thy Image appears, 
What to my Eye's wanting my Thought {till repairs ; 
If 'tis poſſible Beauty like your's can receive, 
From adoring Addition that Daphne I give. 


Wou'd you thro Compaſſion but ſoften my Care, 
And I the fond Tranſperts (regarded) ſhould ſhare y 
What Swain then, my Daphne, ſuch Pleaſures cou'd 
* prove? | | 
From - Depth of Deſpair, to the Height of true 
ove, 8 | 


[ 86 ] 
SONG LXXXIV. 


O Nymph that trips the verdant Plains, 
With Sally can compare ; 
She wins the Hearts of all the Swains, 
And rivals all the fair: 
The Beams of Sol delight and chear, 
While Summer's death roll; 
But Sally's Smiles can all the Year 
Give Pleaſure to the Soul, 
Give Pleaſure to the Soul. 


When from the Eaſt the Morning Rav, 
Illumes the World below; 

Her Preſence bids the God of Day, 
With Emulation glow : 

Freſh Beauties deck the painted Ground, 
Birds ſweeter Notes prepare; 

The playful Lambkins ſkip around, 
And hail the Siſter fair, 
And hail, &c. 


The Lark but ftrains his livid Throat, 

To bid the Maid rejoice ; 

And mimicks, while he ſwells his Note, | H 
The Sweetneſs af her Voice : 7 | | 

The fanning Zephyrs round her play, 
While Flora ſheds perfume ; 4 

And every Flow'ret ſeems to ſay, | | 
I but for Sally bloom, 
I bnt, &c. 


* 
— 


The am'rous Youths her Charms proclaim, | 
From Morn to Eve their Tale; 

Her Beauty and unſpotted Fame 
Make vocal every Vale: 


The 
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The Stream meant!ring thre' the Mead, 
Her echo'd Name conveys ; 
. | And every Voice, and every Reed, 
Is tun'd to Sally's Praiſe, 
Is tun'd, &c. 


No more ſhall blithſome Laſs and Swain, 

To mirthful Wake reſort ; 

Nor every May-morn on the Plain, 
Advance in rural Sport : 

No more ſhall guſh the purling Rill, 
Nor Muſick wake the Grove, 

Nor Flocks look ſnow-like on the Hill, 
When I forget to love, 
When ] forget to love. 


SONG LXXXV. 


T TJOW blith was I each Morn to ſee, 
My Swain eome o'er the Hill; 
He leap'd the Brook, and flew to me, 
I met him with good Will: 
I neither wanted Ewe nor Lamb, 
When his Flocks near me lay ; 
He gather'd in my Sheep at Night, 
And chear'd me all the Day: 
Oh ! the Broom, the bonny Broom, 
Where loſt was my Repoſe, 
I wiſh I was with my dear Swain 
With his Pipe and my Ewes. 


823 


He tun'd his Pipe and Reed fo ſweet, 
The Birds ſtood liſt ning by; 

The fleecy Flock ſtood ſtill and gaz'd, 
Charnfd with his 87 25 

I - 


: 


| While thus we ſpent our Times by Turns, 


I envy'd not the faireſt Dame, 


[ 88 ] 


Betwixt our Flocks and Play, 


Tho” e'er fo rich and gay: 
Oh ! the Broom, &c, 


He did oblige me ev'ry Hour, 
Cou'd I but faithful be; 

He fole my Heart, cou'd I refuſe, 
Whatc'er he aſk'd of me: 

Hard Fate that I muſt baniſh'd be, 


Gang heavily and mourn, 


"Becauſe 1 lov'd the kindeſt Swain 


T hat ever yct was born : | 
Oh! the Broom, the bonny rcom, 
Where loſt was my Repoſe, | 
I wiſh I was with my dear Swain, 
With his Pipe and his Ewes. 


SONG LXXXVI, 


A SE if yon Damaſk Roſe is ſweet 
That ſcents the ambient Air; 
Then aſk each Shepherd that you meet, 
If dear Suſanna's fair. 


Say, will the Vulture quit his Prey, . 
And warble thro' the Grove; 

Bid wanton Einnets quit the Spray, 
Then d abt thy Shepherd's Love. 


The Spoils of War let Heroes ſhare, 
Let Pride in Splendor ſhine ; 

Ye Bards unenvied Laurel: wear, 
Be fair Suſanna mine, 


SONG 
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SONG LXXXVII. 


„ 


URE Sally is the lovelieſt Laſs, 
That e'er gave Shepherd Glee ; 

Not May-Day in it's Morning Dreſs, 
Is halt ſo fair as ſhe: 

Let Pocts paint the Paphian Queen, 
And fancied Forms adore ; 

Ye Bards had ye my Sally ſeen, 
You'd think on thoſe no more. 


No more ye'd prate of Hybla's Hill, 
Where Bees their, Honey fp, 

Did ye but know the Sweets that dwell 
On Sally's Love taught Lip: 

But, ah! take heed ye tuneful Swains, 

The ripe Temptation ſhun ; 

Or elſe like me yell wear her Chains, 
Like me you'll be undone. 


Once in my Cot ſecure I ſlept, 
And Lark-like hail'd the Morn ; 
More ſportive than the Kid I kept, 
I wanton'd o'er the Lawn: 
To ev'ry Maid Love-tales I told, 
And did my Truth aver; 
Yet e'er the parting Kiſs was cold 
I laugh'd at Love and Her. 


But now the gloomy Grove I feek, 
Where Love-lorn Shepherds ftray ; 


There to the Winds my Grief 1 ſpeak, 


And ſigh my Soul away: 
# * 


2 


F 
54 
1. 
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E 
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Nought but Deſpair my Fancy paints, 
No Dawn of Hope I ſee; 


For Sally's pleas'd with my Complaints, 
And laughs at Love and me. 


Since theſe. my poor neglected Lambs, 

So late my only Care; 

Have loſt their tender fleecy Dams, 
And ftray'd I know not where 4 

Alas! my Ewes, in vain ye bleat, 
My Lambkins loſt, adieu; 

No more we on the Plains ſhall meet, 
For loſt's your Shepherd too. 


He. 


Se. 


SONG LXXXVIIL. 


OME, come, my dear Nymph, now all 
Nature looks gay, | 


Now Birds ſweetly whiſtle, and Lambs ſweetly 


lay ; | 
To yoncer cool Shade let us quickly retire, 
And taſte all the Pleaſures that Love can in- 
„ | 
And taſte all the Pleaſures that Love can in 
ſpire. 


Good Sir, not o haſty, we innocent Maids, 


To0 oft are deceiv d by you arch LondonBlades; 


How many poor Damſels deluded by you, 
Are forc'd ever after, their Folly to rue, 
Are forc'd, &c. 


Oh think not, my faireſt, ſo meanly of me, 
No Harm on my Honour, ſhall happen to thee ; 
N Here's 


* 


She. 


„ 


She. No, Sir, I abhor ſuch a ſcandalous Life, 
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Here's Gold that buys all Things, and Silver 
good Store, 

And when that is gone I'll ſupply thee with more, 

And when, &c. 


Se. T'll truſt not your Honour, your Gold I deſpiſe, 
My Virtue, above all Temptation I prize; 
Tho' poor I am honeſt, I'm not to be ſold, 

So pray take away yourſelf and your Gold, 
So pray, &c. | 


He. I'll take thee to London, and deck thee ſo fine, 
That thou ſhalt the greateſt of Ladies outſhine ; 
And ride in thy Coach to the Park and the Play, 
All glitt'ring with Diamonds, out-ſparkling the 
| Is. - - 4 
All glittring, &c. 


Jl be no Mortal's Miſs, but ſome honeſt Man's 


Wife; 8 
So pray, Sir, return to the Place whence you 
came, = ! 
For III ne er buy my Pride at the Price of my Mi 
Fame, | - FT.” 1 3 
For I'll ne'er buy my Pride at the Price of my If 
Fame. | 


SONG LXXXIX. 


HO has e'er been at Baldock muſt needs 
know the Mill, | 'S 

At the Sign of the Horſe at the Foot of the Hill; BI 
W here the grave and the gay, the Clown and the Beau, 
Without all Diſtinction promiſcuoully go; 
Wherc the grave and the gay, the Clown and the Beau, 
Without all Diſtinction promiſcuouſly go. 
7 This 
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This Man of the Mill has a Daughter fo fair, 
With ſo pleaſing a Shape, and ſo winning an Air; 
That once on the ever-green Bank as I ſtood, 


To Thy! 
tell hi 


Fd {wore ſhe was Venus juſt ſprung from the Flood. That We 
That once, &c. | And my 
But looking again I perceiv'd my Viſtake, hat Lo 
For Venus, tuo fair, has the Look of a Rake; Ind the 
While nothi: g bat Virtue, and Modeſty fil. l hat lf 
The more b: autifa! Looks of the Laſs of the Mill. And to 
While nothing, &c. 
| He nea 
Prometheus ſtole Fire, as the Poets all ſay, If his 
To enliven that Mais which he modeiPd of Clay; He gi 
Had Polly been with him, the Beams of ker Eves 1 pity 
Had ſav'd him the Trouble of robbing the Skies. | 
Had Poily, &c. | I try 
| . 
Since firſt I beheld the dear Laſs of the Mill, >> But, 
I can ne'er be at Quiet; bat de what I will, end 
All Day and all Night, I ſigh and think ſtill 
L ſhall die, if I have not the Laſs of the Mill: 
All Day and all Night, I hgh and think ſtill 
I ſhall die, if I have not the Laſs of the Mill. 
SONG XC. 1 
* Strephon a Shepherd, the Pride of F 
the Phan, IN ? 
Each Day is attempting my Kindneſs to gain : . | 


He takes all Occaſions his Flame to renew; 
I always reply, that his courting won't do. 


He ſpares no rich Preſents to make me more kind, 
And exhauſts in my Praiſe all the Wit of his Mind; 
I fay I'm engag'd, and I wiſh him to go, LY 
He aſks me ſo oft, till I rudely ſay no. 2 


3 
— 


931 
To Thyrſis, laſt Valentine's Day, the dear Vouth, 
tell him I plighted my Faith and my Truth, 


hat Wealth cannot Peace and Contentment beſtow, 
And my Heart is another's, ſo beg he will go. 


That Love is not purchas'd with Titles and Gold, 
Ard the Heart that is honeſt can never be ſold: 


That I ſigh not for Grandeur, but look down on She; 


And to Thyrſis muſt haſten, nor anſwer him no. 


He hears me, and trembling all over, replies, 
If his Suit I prefer not, he inſtantly dies; 


He gives me his Hand, and wou'd force me to go; 
I pity his Suff ring, but boldly ſay no. 


I try to avoid him in Hopes of ſweet Peace, 


He haunts me each Moment to make me ſay, yes; 
But, To- mortow, ye ſair-ones, with Thyrüs I go, 
And truſt me, at Church, that I will not ſay, no, 


SONG XCI. 


| | REcirarive. 


OW oentle was my Damon's Air, 

Like funny Beams his golden Hair 
His Voice was like the Nightingale's, 
More ſweet his Breath than flow'ry Vales: 
How hard ſuch Beauties to reſign, 
And yet that cruel Taſk is mine: 
How hard ſuch Beauties to reſign, 
And yet that cruel Taſk is mine. 


*_ Air. 
; 8. ev'ry Hill, in ev'ry Grove, 
| ho Along the Margin of each Stream ; 


ere Love and ded Graſs 


he V g 
e 4 Yo 
Damon ee Aub remain, | * 
— 
The 
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SONG KXkCIL. 


WITH early Horn ſalute the Morn, 


Thar 28 this charming Place; 
With chearful Cries, 


Bids Echo riſe, REES 
And join the jovial Oo 
And j join the jovial Chace. | 


The vocal Hills around, 
The waving Woods, 
The chryſtal Floods, 
All -zetucn their livening Sounds. 


SONG XCIIL 


OUNG Collin was the bennieft Swain, 
That ever pip'd on flowery Plain, 
Or danc'd upon the Lee; 
The wanton K1d in gameſome Bound, 
That frolicks o'er the turfy Ground, 
Was not ſo blyth as he. 


Beneath the Oak in yonder Dale, 


You'd think you heard the Nightingale, | 
Whene'er he rais'd his Voice; 


But ah! the Youth was all Deceit, 


His Vows, his Oaths, were all a Cheat, 
And Choice ſucceeded Choice. 


The Maiden ſung in willow Groves, 


Of Callin's falſe and perjur'd Loves, 


Here Jenny told her Woes ; 


— — — — , : 
= 
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And Moggy's Tears increas'd the Brook, Beneath 2 
Whoſe Chocks like dying Lillies look, 1 (aw my 
That ence out-bluſh'd the Roſe. He ask d 
nd 
Unhappy fair! my Words believe, ” 
So ſhall no Swain your Hopes deceive, | 1oydy 
And leave you to deſpair ; (For ear 
F'er he diſcloſe his fickle Mind, | He mad. 
Change firſt yourſelves, for ah] you'll find And 
Falſe Collins ev'ry where. | 
Then * 
5 When! 
| And 
org Jenny thinks mean her Heart's Love tg Ane 
eny, 


And Peggy's uneaſy when Harry's not by: 


Iwill own, without bluſhing, were all the World by, 


That Willy's the Lad, the Lad for me, 
That Willy's the Lad, the Lad for me. 


He brought me a Wreath which his Hands did 
compoſe, 

Where the dale-loving Lilly was turn'd withthe Roſe, 

Young Myrtle in Sprigs did the Border incloſe, 


And Willy's the Lad for me. Yo 

By Myrtle, ſaid he, is my Paſſion expreſs'd, £33 V 
The Roſe like your Lips, in Vermillion A V 
And the Lilly for Whiteneſs wou d vie with your Breaſt, 9 
And Willy's the Lad for me. { 
Theſe Ribbands of mine were his Gifts at the Fair, 3 


My Mother look d croſs, and cry d, Fanny, beware, 
But d'ye think I regard her? not I, I declare, 7 5 


And Willy's the Lad for me. 


Tall fainting, &c. 
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Beneath a tall Beech, and reclin'd on his Crook, 

I ſaw my young Shepherd, how ſweet was his Look! 

He aſk'd for one Kiſs, but a Hundred he took, 
And Wuly's the Lad for me. 


I cry'd you're too rude, with affected Diſdain, 
(For early in Life we're inſtructed to feign) 


He made me no Anſwer, but kiſs'd me again, 
And Willy's the Lad for me. 


Then what can I do, inſtruct me, ye Maids, 


When a Lover ſo kindly, fo warmly invades, 


Whoſe Silence as much as his Langage perſuades ; 
And Willy's the Lad, the Lad for me, 
And Willy's the Lad, the Lad for me. 


SONG XCV. 


H! how could I venture to love one like thee, 
Or thou not deſpiſe a poor Conquelt He me ? 
Or thou not deſpiſe a poor Conqueſt like me: 
On Lords, thy Chats, could'f look with Diſdain, 
And tho” I was nothing, yet pity my Pain, oY 
And tho' I was nothing, yet pity my Pain. 


You ſaid, while they teaz'd you with Nonſenſe 
, and Dreſs, 

When real the Paſſion, the Vanity's leſs; 

When real, &c. 


| You ſaw thro! that Silence which others deſpiſe, 


And, while Beaux were talking, read Love in my 
Byes, 
And, While, &c. 


Oh! when ſhall I fold you, and kiſs all your Charms, 
"Till, fainting with Pleaſure, I die in your Arms, 


Thro . F 


= 
. * — 


The Graces, &c. 
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Till ſinking together, together we're loſt! 
„Till ſinking, &c. 


Oh! where is the Maid that like thee ne'er can cloy, 
Whoſe Wit can'enliven the dull Pauſe of Joy, 
Whoſe Wit, &c. 

And when the ſhort Tranſports are all at an End, 
From beautiful Miſtreſs turn ſeniible Friend, 

From beautitul, &c. 


In vain could I praiſe you or ſtrive to reveal, 
Too nice tor Expreſſion, what only we feel; 
Too nice, &c. | | | 

In all that you do, in each Look and each Mein, 
The Graces in waiting adorn you unſeen ; 


When I ſee you, I love you, but hearing adore, 
1 wonder, and think you a Woman no more; Th 


J wonder, &c. | | Ar 
Till mad with admiring, I cannot contain, Al 
And, kiſſing thoſe Lips, you grow Woman again; 
And, kiſſing, &c. _ Os : 3 
With thee in my Boſom, how can I deſpair ? 1 1 
III gaze on thy Beauty, and look away Care; * Z 


Fll gaze, &c. 
I'II aſk thy Advice when with Trouble oppreſt, 
Which never diſpleaſes, yet always is beſt; 


Which never, &c. 


In all that I write, I'll thy Judgment require, 


Thy Tafte ſhall correct what thy Love did inſpire; 
Thy Taſte, &c. 98 
* 3 
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I'll kifs thee, and preis thee, till Youth is all o'er, 


And then live on Frendſhip, when Paflion's no more ; 
And then, &c. | | | 


SONG XCVL. 


OW bleft has my Time been! what Days 
have I known, 
Since Wedlock's ſoft Bondage made Jefly my own! 
So joyful my Heart is, fo eaſy my Chain, 
That Freedom is taſteleſs, and roving a Pain, 
That Freedom is taſteleſs, and roving a Pain. 


Thro' Walks grown with Woodbines, as often we ſtray, 
Around us, our Boys and Girls frolick and play; 
Tho' pleaſing their Sport is, the wanton ones ſee, 
They borrow their Looks from my Jeiſy and me; 


They borrow, &c. 


To try her ſweet Temper oft' times am I ſeen, 
In Revels all Day with the Nymphs ot the Green; 


Tho' painſul my Abſence, my Doubts the beguiles, 


And meet me at Night with Compliance and Smiles, 
And meets, &c. 


What though on her Cheeks the Roſe loſes it's Hue, I | 
HerEaje andgood Humour bloom all the Vear through: ; | 


Time ttill, as he flies, adds Increaſe to her Pruth, 
And gives to her Mind what he ſteals from her Youth, 
And gives, &c. ; 


Ye Shepherds fo gay, who make Love to inſnare, 
And cheat with falſe Vows the too credulous fair ; 
In ſearch of true Pleaſure, how vainly you roam? 


To hold it for Life, you mult find it at Hons ; 
To hold it for Life, yon mult find it at Home. 
2s 


K 2 SONG 
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SONG Xn. 


Jonx N ard ERN TY. A Dialogue. 


'r Miers dont on golden Guinens; ; 
Let tlenty, ſwile, or Fortune frown, 
Tue Sweets of Love are mine and Jenny's. 
Mine and Jenny's, mine and Jenny's, 
The Sweets of Love are mine and Jcrny's, 


mY E T Rakes for Pleaſure range the Town, 
3 0 


Me. Let wanton Maids indulge Detire, 
How ſon the fleeting Pleaiure gone is 
The Joys of Virtue never tire, 
And fuch {tail (till be mine and Johnny's, 
Mine and jchnny's, &c. 


Fl. Torches let us ſport and play, 

She, And live in Pleaſure where no Sin is: 

Ee. The Prieſt ſhall tie the Knot To-day, 

She, And Wediock's Bands make e Jenny's. 


He jenny Johnny's, Jenny Johnny's, 

97. . 11 11 K 5 I. Abe . 

She. And Weaiock's Bands make Johnny Jenny's, 
He. And Wedlock's Bands make ſcuvy Johnny: $, 


J Se. Johnny Jenny's, Johnny Jenny's, 


He 


Let roving Swains your Hearts invade, 

The Pleaſure ends in Shame and Folly; , 
So Willy woo'd, and then betray'd, 

The poor believing, ſimple Molly, 

Sim le Molly, Kc. 


She. 


She. 


She. 


He. 


| She. 
He. 


She. 
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So Lucy lov'd and lightly toy'd, 


And laugh” d at harmleſs Maids who marry ; 


But now fhe finds her Shepherd. cloy'd, 


And chides too late her anne Har ry, 
Faithleſs Harry, 


But we'll together, &c. 


And live in Pleaſure, &c. 


. By cooling Streams our Flocks we'll feed, 


And leave Deceits for Knaves and Ninniess 
Or fondly ſtray where Love ſhall lead, 

And every Joy be mine and Jenny's, 

Mine and Jenny's, &c. 


Let Guilt the faithleſs Boſom fright, 
The conſtant Heart is always Donny; 
Content and Peace, and ſweet Delight, 
And Love ſhall live with me and Johnny, 
Me and Johnny, &c. 


Together then we'll ſport and play, 
And live in Pleaſure where no Sin is: 
The Prieſt ſhall tie the Knot To- day, 
And Wedlock's Bands, make Johnny Jenny's. 


She. Johnny Jenny's, Johnny Jenny's. 


He. 


Jenny Johnny's, Jenny Johnny's. 


She. And Wedlock's Bands make Johnny Jenny' 8. 


A © Round fam 


He. And Wedlock's Bands make Jenny Johnny's. 


SONG CXVIII. 
4 CANT. AT A 


« Sas. — REciTaATiIVE. 

AHF live Board was met, the ſocial Band, 

d Anacreon ook the:r ſilent Stand 
85 ur | 
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5 . 
My Sons (began the Sage) be this the Rule; 


No Brow auitere muſt dare approach my School; 
Where Love and Bacchus jointly reign within; 
Old Care, be gone! Here Sadneſs is a Sin. 


Ta 
. AlR. ; Al 
Tell not me the Joys that wait | 

On him that's learn'd, on him that's great; | He. 3 
Wealth and Wiſdom I deſpiſe, 7 N 


Care ſurround the rich and wiſe : 

Tha Queen that gives ſoft Wiſhes Birth, c 
And Bacchus, God of Wine and Mirth, 

Me their Friend and Fav'rite own, 

And I was born for them alone: | 

Bus'neſs, Title, Pomp, and State, She. 

Give 'em to the Fools I hate. 


1 n — AS - 
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But let Love, let Life be mine, 
Bring me Women bring me Wine : 
Speed the dancing Hours away, 
Mind not what the grave-ones ſay: 
Gayly let the Minutes fy, : Hot 
In Wit and Freedom, Love and Joy; 
So ſhall Love, ſhall Life be mine, 
Bring me Women, bring me Wine. 
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Damon and FLORELLA. 4 Dialogue. 


He. AST, my Love, thine Eyes around, 

See the ſporting Lambkins play; | i 

Nature daily decks the Ground- | 

All in Honour of the May: ; I 

Like the Sparrow and the Dove, 
Litten to the Voice of Love. 


Shs, | 


. 
— © 
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She, Damon, thou haſt found me long 
wool ; Liſt'ning to thy ſoothing Tale, 
5 And thy ſoft perſuaſive Tongue 

Oſten held me in the Dale: 
Take, oh! Damon, while I live, 
All which Virtue ought to give. 


, | He. Not the Verdure of the Grove, 

Not the Garderrs faireſt Flow'r, 
Nor the Meads where Lovers rove, 
Tempted by the vern- Hours, 
Can delight thy Damon's Eye, 

If Florella is not by. 


She. Not the Waters gentle Fall, 
By the Bank with Poplars crown'd, 
Not the feather'd Songſters all, 
Nor the Flute's melodious Sound, 
Can delight Florella's Ear, 
If her Damon is not near. 


Both. Let us love, and let us live | 
Like the chearful Seaſon gay, 
Baniſh Care, and let us give 
Tribute to the Queen of May : 
Like the Sparrow and the Dave, 
Liſten to the Voice of Love. 


». * 
— 


SONG C. 


WI gayly yet, and we're gayly yet, 
But we's not very fow, but we're gayly yet; 
Then ſit ye awhile and tipple a bit, ” 

For w-'s not very fow, but we're gayly yet. 
There was a Lad, and they cau'd him Dickey, 
He ga' me a Kiſs and I bit his Lippy; 


: 
Lo 
p o 
I 1 
: 


' | 
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Then under my Apron he ſhew'd me a Trick, 
And we's not very fow, but we're gayly yet; 
And we're gayly yet, &c. 


'There were three Lads, and they were clad, 

There were three Laſſes, and them they had, 

Three Trees in the Orchard are newly ſprung, 

And we's a'git geer enough, we're but young. 
And we're gayly yet, &c. 


Then up went Ailey, Ailcy, up went Ailey now, 
Then up went Ailey Quo Crumma, we's a'get 
roaring fow ; | 
And one was kiſs'd in the Barn, | 
Another was kiſs'd on the Green; | & 
| And tother behind the Peaſe Stack C 
Till the Mow flew up to her Ey'en. M 
Then up went Alley, &c. ( 


Now fie John Thompſon, run, 
Gin e'er you run in your Life; 

= Deel get ye, but hye my dear Jack 
There's a Man got to Bed with your Wife. 
= Then up went Alley, &c. 


Then away John Thompſon ran, | WW 
And a gad he run with Speed; 
But "uf on he had run his Length, | 
The falſe Loon had done the Deed. 

+ Then up went Alley, &c. 


SONG (l. 


CoLLiN and Puok BZE. A Dialague. 


i 
' 
Ae. 


E ſtill, oh ye Winds, and attentive ye Swains, 
"Tis Pheebe invites and replies to my Strains: 
0 The 


[15] | I 
575 The Sun never roſe on, ſearch all the World throͤ', 


A Shepherd ſo bleſt, or a fair-one ſo true. 
A Shepherd ſo bleſt, or a fair-one ſo true. 


de. Glide ſoftly, ye Streams, and ye Nymphs, 
; round me throng. : 
'Tis Collin commands, and enlivens my Song: 
Search all the World over, you never can and 
A Maiden fo bleſt, or a Sh-pherd fo kind, 
W, A Maiden fo bleſt, or a Shepherd ſo kind. 


Chorus both. 
"Tis Love, like the Sun, that gives Light to 
the Vear, 5 
The ſweeteſt of Bleſſings that Life can endear: 
Our Pleaſures it brightens, drives Sorrows away, 
Gives Joy to the Night, and enlivens the Day. 
Gives Joy to the Night, and enlivens the Day. 


He, With phœbe beſide me, the Seaſons how gay 1 2 | 


And Winter's bleak Months are as pleaſant as 
12 —Z | 
1 The Summer's gay Verdure ſtill fprings as ſhe 
: treads, | | 44 
* And Linnets and Nightingales ſing thro' the 
Meads, | 4 
And Li:nets, &c. 


She. When Collin is abſent, 'tis Winter all round, 
How faint is the Sunſhine, how barren the 
Ground ! * 
Inſtead of the Linnet's and Nightingale's Song, 

] hear the hoarſe Raven croak all the Nightloag: 
I hear the hoarſe Raven, &c. 


Bei“. Tis Love, I.: the Sun, Ke. = 
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O'er Hill, Dale, and Valley, my Phœbe and 1 
Together will wander, and Love ſhall be by; 
Her Collin ſhall guard her ſafe all the long Day, 
And Phœbe at Night all his Pains ſhall repay, 
And Phœbe, &c. 


= He. 


By Moon-light, when Shadows glide over the 

Plain, | ; 
His Kiſſes ſhall chear me, his Arms ſhall ſuft-in, | Long 
The dark haunted Grove I can trace without 


"ot Before 
And ſleep in a Cottage if Collin is near, __—_ 
And ſleep, &c. She kc 

Beth. Tis Love, like the Sun, ce. She bk 

He. Ye Shepherds who wanton it over the Plain. She p 
How fleeting ycur Tranſports, how laſting your And 

Pain? | The 
Inconſtancy ſhun, and reward the kind She, Gav 
And learn to be happy from Phœbe and me, The 
And leara to be happy from Phœbe and me. | To 

Ve Nymphs who the Pleaſures of Love never At 
try'd, | | 
Attend to niy Strains, and take me for your | _ 

Guide: 1 
Your Hearts keep from Pride and Inconſtancy IF A 

free, | p 


And learn to be happy from Collin and me, 
And learn to be happy from Collin and me. 


Chorus beth. | | 
*Tis Love, like the Sun, that gives Light ta 
the Fear, 
The ſweeteſt of Bleſſings that Life can * 7 
| ur 


] Tell with equal Truth and Grief, 


She pilfer'd Orient Pearl for Teath 
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Our Pleaſure it brightens, drives Sorrow away, 
Gives Joy to the Night, and enlivens the Day. 
Gives Joy to the Night, and enlivens the Day. 


S UN 0 Ti 


That Cl-loe is an arrant Thief: 
Before the Urchin well cou'd go, 
She ſtole the Whiteneſs of the Snow; 
And more, that Whiteneſs to adorn, 
She ſtole the Bluſhes of the Morn, 
She ftole the Bluſhes of the Morn. 


And ftole the Cow's ambroſial Breath; 
The Cherry, ſteep'd in Morning Dew, 
Gave Moitture to her Lips and Hue: 
Theſe were her Infant Spoils, a Store, 
To which in Time ſhe added more. 


At Twelve ſhe ſtole, from Cyprus' Queen, 
Her Air, and Love-commanding Mien ; 
Stole Juno's Dignity, and ſtole 

From Pallas Senſe to charm the Soul: 
Apolio's Wit was next her Prey ; 

Her next the Beam that lights the Day. 


There's no repeating all her Wiles, 

She ſtole the Graces winning Smiles; 
She ſung, amaz'd the Syrens heard, 

And to aſſert their Voice appear'd : 

She play'd, the Muſes from their Hill 

. ., Wonder'd who thus had ſtole their Skill. 
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Great [ove approv'd her Crimes and Art, 


And t'other Day ſhe ſtole my Heart: 
If Lovers, Cupid, are thy Care, 
Exert your Vengeance on this Fair ; 
To Trial bring bh ſtolen Charms, 
And let her Priſon be- Arms. 


SONG CI. 


PRING renewing, all Things gay, 
8 Nature's Dictates all obey; we 


= In each Creature we may ſee 


The Effect of Love's Decree : 
Thus their State, ſuch their Fate, 


Do not, Polly, flay too late, 
Do not, Polly, ſtay too late. 


Look around and fee them play, 
All are wanton while they may; 

. Why ſhould precious Time be loſt ? 
After Summer comes a Froft-: 
All purſue Nature's Due, 

Let us, Folly, do ſo too, 

Let us, Polly, do ſo too. 


Mark ! how kind that Swain and Laſs ! 
Yonder fitting on the Graſs; 
See how earneſtly he ſues, 
Whilft ſhe bluſhing can't refuſe : 
See yon two, how they woo, 
Let us, Polly, do ſo too, 
Let us, Polly, do ſo too. 


Mark that Cloud, above the Plain, 
See ! it ſeems to threaten Rain: 


£1 


You gone Bards the L;re 
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Herds and Flocks do run together, 
Seeking Shelter from the Weather 
Fear not you, l'll be true, 
Therefore let us do ſo too, 
Therefore let us do fo too. 


SONG CIV. 


\ NCE more [ll tune the vocal Shelf, 


Tc Hills and Dales my Paſſion tell, 


A Flame which Time can never quell, 
But burns for thee, my Peggy: 
ſhould hit, 
For ſay, what Subject is more ht, 
Than to record the ſparkling Wit, 
And Bloom of lovely Peggy! 


The Sun firſt rifing in the Morn, 
That paints the dew-beſpangled Thorn, 
Does not ſo much the Day adorn, 

As does my lovely Peggy: 


And when in Thetis' Lap to reſt, ' 


He ſtreaks with Gold the ruddy Weſt, 
He's not ſo beauteous, as undreſt, 
Appears my lovely Peggy. 


When Zephyr on the Vi'let blows, 

Or breathes upon the damaſk Roſe, 

It does not half the Sweets diſcloſe, 
As does my lovely Peggy : . 


2 1 ſtole a Kiſs the other Day, 
And truſt me) nought but Truth I ſay, 
Ahe 


ragrance of the blooming May 


' by, Was not fo fweet as Peggy. 


L 


Wes 
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Was the array'd in ruſtic Weed, 
With her the bleating Flocks 7a feed, 
And pipe upon the oaten Reed, 

To pleaſe my lovely Peggy: 
With her a Cottage would. Phet, 
All's happy when ſhe's in my Sight, 
But when ſhe's gone *tis endleſs Night, 

All's dark without my Peggy. 


While Bees from Flow'r to Flow'r hill rove, 
And Liunets warble thro' the Grove, 
Or ſtately Swans the Waters love, 

So long ſhall I love Peggy. 
And, when Death, with his pointed Dart, 
Shali 'ixike the Blow that rives my Heart, 
My Words ſhall be when I depart, 

Adicu my lovely Peggy. 


SONG cv. 


Aroſe from out the azure Main; 
Aroſe, &c. 
This was the Charter, the Charter of the Land, 
Ard Guardian Angels ſung this Strain: 
Rule, Britannia, Britannia, rule the Waves, 
For Britons never will be Slaves. 


The Nations, not ſo bleſs'd as thee, 
Muſt in their Turn to Tyrants fall ; 
Muſt in, &c. 


Whilſt thou ſalt flouriſh, ſhalt flourith great mare, 


The Dread and Envy of chem all: 
Rule, Britannia, c. 


HEN Britons firſt, by Heav'n's Command, 


| Still 
* F 
> * 
= 
2 o 


nd, 


New ge: the ſmiling Day : 


Lan 

Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, | 
More dreadful from each forcign Stroke; 
More dreadful, &c. 

As the loud Blaſt that tears, that tears the Skies, 
Serves but to root thy native Oak : 

Rule, Britannia, &c. 


The haughty Tyrants ne'er mal tame, 
All their Attempts to bend the down, 
All their, &c. 
Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous Flame, 
And work their Woe, and thy Renown: 
Rule, Britannia, &. 


To thee belongs the rural Reign, 
Thy Cities ſhall with Commerce ſhine ; 
Thy Cities, &c. 

All og ſhall be, ſhall be the ſubject Main, 
And ev'ry Shore it eireles, thine : 

Rule, Britannia, &c. 


The Muſes, ſtill with Freedom's Sounds, 
Shall to thy happy Coaſt repair; ; 
Shall to, &c. 


Bleſs'd Ille, with Beauties, with maichleſs 83 
crown'd, 


And manly Hearts to guard the fair : 


Rule, Britannia, Britannia rule the Waves, 
For Britons never wiil be Slaves. 


SONG CVI. 


"HE Morning freſh, the Sun in Eaſt, 
New gilds the imiling Day ; 
'The Morning freſh, the Sun in Eaſt, 
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Fhe Lark forſakes his dew; Neſt, . 

The Fields all round are gayly drefs'd, No | 
Ariſe my Love, and play, and play; No | 
Anke, Ac. | Oh len 

Come forth my fair, come forth bright Maid, * | 
And bleſs thy Shepherd's Sight; 

Come forth, &c. 
Lend ev'ry folded Flow'r thy Aid, Oft-tu 
Unveil the Roſe's bluſning Shade, I br 

And give them ſweet Delight, I bi 

And give, &c. Fair ! 

| | An 

Thy Preſence makes all Nature ſmile, -* 5. 
Thoſe Smiles your harms improve; | But C 

Thy Pre.ence, &c. 2 11 
Thy Strains the liſt ning Birds beguile, — Ib 
And, as invite, reward their Toi \ Still! 

Aud tune their Notes to „„ 5 Re 

And tune, &c. | Re 


Beneath the fragrant Hawthorn Tree, 
The Flew'rs in Wreaths Tl twine, 
Beneath the fragrant Hawthorn Tree, 
The Flow'rs in Wreaths I'll twine ; 
E'er other Eyes ye Beauties ſee, 


Then on my Brows adorn'd ſhall be; | S 
Thy happy Fate be mine, be mine, 1 
Thy happy Fate be mine, be mine. | | kay 

SONG vii 1 8 

EHOLD the ſweet Flowers around. : 
With all the bright Beauties they wear ; We 
Vet none on the Plains an be found 5 | Fro 


80 lovely, ſo lovely, as Celia is fair, 
So lovely as Celia is. fair: 


P 
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Ye Wannen, come raiſe your ſweet Throat:, 
No longer in Silence remain, 
No longer in Silence remain ; 
Oh lend a ford Lover your Notes, 


To ſoften, to ſoften my Celia's Diſdain, 
To ſoften my Celia's Diſdain. 


_ Oft-times in yon flowery Vale, 


] breathe my Complaints in a Song; 
I breathe my Complaints in a Song; 
Fair Flora attends the ſad Tale, 
And ſweetens, and ſweetens the Borders along, 
And ſweetens the Borders along 


But Celia whoſe Nah might perfume | 


The Boſom of Flora in May, 
The Boſom of Flora in May; 

Still frowning pronounces my Doom, 
Regardleſs, regardleſs of all I can ay, 
Regardleſs of all I can can ſay. 


sON G cvit. 
HE blicheft Bird that fings in May, 


Was ne'er more blith, was ne'er more gay, 
Than I, ah well-a-day! 
Than I, ah well a-day! 


Fer Collin yet had learn'd to ſigh, 


Or | to gueſs the Reaſon why, 
Oh Love, ah well-a-day ! 
Oh Love, ah well-a-day ! 


We kiſs'd, we toy'd, we neither knew, 


From whence theſe fond Endearments grew 3 
Till he, ah well- 4-day! 
Till he, we” 
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{ Began to talk of Heart and Eyes, 
And Love, ah well-a-day ! 
And Leve, &c. 


Kind Nature now took Collin's Part, 
My Eyes inform'd againſt my Heart, 
My Heart, ah well-a-day ! 
My Heart, &c. 
Strait glow'd with thrilling Sympathy, 
And echo'd back each gentle Sign; 
Each digh, ah well-a-day ! 
Each Sigh, &c. . 


Can Love, alas! by Words be won ? 


= He aſk'd a Proof, a tender one, 


While I, ah well-a-day! y 
While I, ah well-a-day! 
Iz Silence bluſh'd a fond Reply, 
Can ſhe who truly loves deny? 
Ah, no, ah well-a-day ! 
Ah, no, ah well-a-day ! 


SONG CIX. 


My Chloe's Bafom grace; 
How happy ſhould 1 prove, 
How happy ſhould I prove ; 

Might I ſupply that envied Place, 
With never fading Love, 

With never fading Love. 


There Phoenix like beneath her Eye, 
lnvolv'd in Fragrance burn and die, 
TJuvolv's in Fragrance burn and die, 


By Time and other Swains made wiſe, 


O, Roſe, my Chloe's Boſom grace, 


1415 
Know, hapleſs Flower, that thou ſhalt find 
More fragrant Roſes there, 
More fragrant Roſes there; 
I ſee thy with' rin ng Head reclin'd 
With Envy and Deſpair, 
With Envy and Deſpair. 


One common Fate we both muſt prove, 
You die with Envy, I with Love, 
You die with Envy, I with Love. 


N Cx. 


ILL me a Bowl, a mighty Bowl, 
Large as my capacious Soul; 
Large as my capacious Soul; 
Vaſt as my Thirſt is, 
Let it have Depth enough to be my Grave; 
I mean the Grave of of my Care, | 
For I deſign to bury't there; 
Let it of Silver faſnion'd be, 
Worthy of Wine, worthy of me, 
Worthy to adorn the Spheres, 
| Worthy to adorn the Spheres. 
As that bright Cup, as that bright Cup, 
Amongſt the Stars, 
Fill me a Bowl, a mighty Bowl, 
Large as my capacious Soul. 


SONG CxlI. 


HEN here, Lucinda, firſt we came, 
Where Arno rolls his ſilver Stream; 
How briſk the Nymphs, the Swains how B [ 

Content inſpir'd each rural Lay: 
The 


* 
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4 The Birds in livelier Concert ſung, 
= The Grapes in thicker Cluſters hung ; 
All look'd as Joy could never fail, 
Among the Sweets of Arno's Vale. 


But fince the good Palemon dy'd, 

The chief of Shepherds, and their Pride; 
Now Arno's Sons mutt all give Place 

To Northern Men, an Iron Race : 

The Taſte of Pleaſure now is o'er, 

Thy Notes, Lucinda, pleaſe no more; 
The Muſes droop, the Goths prevail, 
Adieu the Sweets of Arno's Vale. 


SONG CXI. 


MILE, ſmile Britannia, ſmile, 
| Thy Genius comes again, 
To Ws; thy fruitful Iles, 

And thunder o'er the Main': 
Thy gallant Sons diſdaining Eaſe, 
Now crown the Miſtreſs of the Seas, 
Now crown the Miſtreſs of the Seas. 


While dauntlefs they advance, 

And bid the Cannons roar ; 

{ They'll ſcourge the Pride of France, 

| And ſhake th* Imperial Throne: 
Deric ing Trumpets o'er the Waves, 
With Courage never known to Slaves, 
With Courage, &c. 


The Deck all ſtain'd with Blood, 

4 The Bullets wing'd with Fate; 
The wide and reftieſs Flood, 

Cannot the Rage abate : 


— 


a> 


In HWT 
The Souls 


The Sculs 


ritonꝰ s, ö 
y Like S 
Convince 
That! 
Defiance 
Aſſert y 
Aſſert ) 


Def ance bid to France and Spain, 


I came tor a Counſel, to find out a Fault; 


Wat Hope then, alas! of Relief from my pain, 
While, like Light'ning, ſhe darts thro' each throb- 


And Reaſon conhrms me a Slave to her Charms. 


| 
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In Hawxz and in BoscawN wake, 


The Souls of RusskL, and of DAK IL, = 
The Sculs, &r. | MY 


Briton's, purſue the Blow, 

Like Sons of Fredom fight; 
Convince the haughty Foe, 

That you'll maintain your Right: 


Aſſert your Empire o'er the Main, 
Aﬀect your Empire o'er the Main. 


SONG CXII. 


AIR Hebe I left, with 2 cautious Defign, 
To 'ſcape from her Charms, and to drown 
em in Wine; 
I try'd it, but found, when I came to depart, 
The Wine in my Head, and ſtill Love in my Heart. 


I repair'd to my Reaſon, intreated her Aid, l 
Who paus'd on my Caſe, and each Circumſtance 

weigh'd ; Eo 7 
Then gravely pronounc'd, in return to my Prayer, ⁶ 
That Hebe was faireſt, of all that was fair. 


That's a Truth, reply'd I, I've no need to be taught, 


4 


If that's all, quoth Reaſon, return as you came, 
To find Fault with Hebe, would — my Name. 


bing Vein; ; 
My Senſes ſurpriz'd, in her Favour took Arms, * 


SONG 


— 


s oN cu. 
OD fave great George, our K 
Long live our noble King, 


God iaye the King: 
Send him vi 


rions, * 
Happy, and glorious, c "WU at 
Long to reign over us, nen the 
| God fave the King. „ hs iy 
O Lord, our God, ariſe, | And u 
Scatter our Enemies, 
And make them fall: | For thee 
Confound their Politics, g WW fil 
, + Fruftrate their knavith Tricks; For the 
\On him qur Hopes we fix, | 1 ke 
Sad fave us all. Tf wil 
Thy choiceſt Gifts in Store, ＋ 
On George be pleas'd to poyr, | a As 
Long may he reign ; Be 
May he defend our Laws, | 
And ever give us Cauſe, 


Jo ſag with Heart and Voice 
l fave the King. 


SONG CXV. 


Fr new-flown Birds the Shepherds ſing, 

— And welcome in the May, . 
Come, Paſtorella, now the Sprin 

Makes ev'ry Landſkip gay: 

Wide ſpreading Trees their leafy Sbade, 8 

O'er half the Plain extend, 8 

Or in reflecting Fountains play'd, 8 
Their quiv'ring Branches bend: | | 
Or in reflecting Fountains play d, | 
Their quiv'ring Branches bend. 


8 5 


2 
* , e 


. 
Come, taſte the Seaſon in it's Prune, 
And bleſs the riſing Year; _ 
Oh ! how my Soul grows fick of Time, 
Till thou, my Love, appear: 
Then mall T pals the gladſome Day, 
Warm in „ mine, | 
5 When the dear Flock ſhall feed and play, 
| And intermix with mine, 
And intermix, &Cc. 


For thee of Doves, a milk-whate Pair, 
In filken Bands 1 hold: | 
For thee a firſtling in fair, 
1 keep within the Fold: , 
Tf milk-white Doves Acceptance meet, 
Or tender Lambkins pleaſe, . a= 
My ſpotleſs Heart without Deceit, "2 
Be offer'd up with theſe, _ I 
Be offer'd up with theſe. 


. * N 
* *. 


SONG CXVL 


A RISE fiveet Meſſenger of Morn, ö 

h With thy mild Beam our Skies :dorn; + - 

For long as Shepherds pipe and play, | 
This, this, ſhall be a Holy-day, 
-$ Holy-day, Holy-day, — $4; wi 
This, this, ſhall be a Holy-day. 


See! Morn appears; a roſy Hue 
Steals ſoft o'er yonder Orient Blue; 
Soon let us meet in trim Array, 
And frolick out this Holy-day, . 
Holy-day, Holy-day, Holy-day, 
And frelick out this Holy- day. 


4 


4 
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LY ſwiftly ye Minutes, till Comus receive © 1 
The nameleſs ſoft Tranſportsthat Beauty can give; 


The Bow!'s frolick Joys let him teach her to prove, | 1 Yu 
And the in return yield the Raptures of Love, You 1 
And ſhe in return yield the Raptures of Love. A Lad. 


Wichout Love and Wine, Wit and Beauty are vain, . 
Al Grandeur inſipid, and Riches a Pain: „ 

Ihe moſt ſplendid Palace grows dark as the Grave, Thus * 
| * Love, and Wine give, ye Gods! Or take back what 


A 'ye | 5 Lord. 
Love, and Wine give, ye Gods! or take back what | 4 
e gave. oy | | 
f J 8 Crxonvs. on 
t Away, away, away, On Fy 
'S To Comus Court repair; - 8 
fl. g There Night out- ſhines the Day, 1 
'Y There yields the melting Fair. 3 


SON G cxviII. 


1 B the gayly circling Glaſs, 
_ = We can ſee how Minutes paſs ; | 
By the hollow Caſk are told, [| 
How the waining Night grows old, 
How the waining wy grows old : 


Soon, too ſoon, the buſy Day, | 
Drives us ſrom our Sport and Play: For 
What have we with Day to do? Spe 
Sons of Care, twas made ſor you, | An 
Sons of Care, 'twas made for you. 1 


I  $SOoNG al g 


It has hurt me, and vex d me, to ſuch a Degree, 


Sach, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau. 
For nothing they rife, but to draw the freſh Air, 5 


Such, ſuch, is N Lite of a — 


SONG CXIX. 

S Chloe came into the Room F other FRAY | 

I peeviſh began, where ſo long cou'd you i 

In your Life-time 3 you never regarded your Hour, 
You promis'd at Two, but, Child ! "tis Four: 
A Lady's Watch needs neither Fi igures or Wheels, 
"Tis enough that tis loaded with Baubles and Segls ; 
A Temper ſo heedleſs no Mortal can bear; q 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute Air, "28 


Thus far I went on with a reſolute Air. 


Lord, bleſs me ! ſays ſhe, let a Body but ſpeak, 
Here's an ugly hard Roſe-bad fall'n 1 my Neck; 
Look here! for you never believe me, pray fee! | 
On the left Side my Breaſt what a Mark it has made: 
So ſaying, her Boſom ſhe careleſs diſplay'd : J 
That Scene of Delight, I with Wonder ſurvey'd, 
And forgot ev'ry Word I defign'd to have faid. 


SONG CXX. 


OW brimful of nothing's the Life of = Beau, 
They've nothing to think of, they've nothing 
to do ; 
Nor nothing to talk of, for nothing they know, 
Such, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau, 


Spend the —_— in nothing, but curling their Hair; 2} 
And do nothing all Day, but | ſing, ſaunter, and Rare, "7 


Taku ſuch, is the Life of a Beau. "= | 
Aye F — For 


: : - 
4 — 
"—_ n 
8 
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1 "I to . x2 A/ . 
mi one there,*they always are proud; 
* w, and td grin, and talk nothing aloud, 

=. is the Life of a Beau, 
* ch, is the Life of a Beau. 


8 
3 
3 


— 
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2 or . they run to the Aſſembly and Ball, 
bor nothing at Cards, a fair Partner they call; 
yo” Por ey ſtill muſt be beaſted, who've nothing at all : 


— 


— 

has Ee 
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— is the Life of a Beau, 


1 on Sundays, at Church they appear, 
hey have nothing to hope for, nor nothing to fear: 


Such, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau, 
* ſuch, is the Life of a Beau. 


i 4 : SONG CXXI. 


RECITATIVE. 


1 E Chace is o'er, and on the Plain, 

155 25 The Hounds the luſty Stag have ſlain; 
Loet the Horns with ſp:ightly T one, 

All our ſportive Pleaſures crown. 


8 „„ 

7 - Of 3 thus the ancient Race, 
With nervous Toil purſue the Chace; 
Zy no ungen'rous Thoughts controul'd, 
Their Hearts were honeſt, free, and bold, 


0h Hearts were honelt, free, and bold. 
: 0 


They can be nothing no where, who nothing are here, 8 


crowd, 
proud; 


aloud, 


; Think how hard, &c. 


Like G again, no . ok to PS 
Let Britons 3 their Sports; 
Like them again, ſhall Britons be, 
As brave, as honeſt, and as free, 
Like them again, mall Britons be, 
As brave, as honeſt, and as tree. 


SONG CXXIL 


T the Foot of a Hill in a neat lonely Cot J 
To die an old Maid Pam afraid 1s my Lag In 
Not a Man but my Father e'er ſeen in this Place 3 
Think how hard my Condition and pity my S 
Think how hard my Condition and pity my Calo 


Young Willy, the Pride of the Plains, I adore; CY 
He's handſome, good-humour'd, has Riches in tore 
But I'm a poor Damiel, of Parentage baſe; 4 
Think how hard my Condition, and pity my Caſe. 
Think how hard, &c. 1 
My Mother once caught us alone in the Dark, 
She chid me, and forc'd me away from my Spark ;, 
Then talk'd much of Sorrow, of Shame, and Diſgrac | 
Think how hard my Condition, and pity my Caſe, 2 


1 
** . 
— 


5”. 


Such a ſtrange Alteration has ſeiz'd me of late, 6 
Like a Turtle I mourn all the Day for my Mate : ET 
At Night in my Dreams his bleſt Image J trace, 7 
Think how hard my Condition, and pity my Ca 
Think how hard, &c. 8 


w 


zene'er I think of him, I figh and look pales Y 
Wy Mother ſhe aſks me, what is it 1 ail? = 


Nad, 8 


en! be kind, and 42 Ear to my Sighs, 
"73: my young Shephe once more to my Eyes; 
een nuptial Moment with Joy P11 — 


_. ſhall envy, not pity my Caſe ; 


aidens ſhall envy, not pity my Caſe. 


8 0 N G cxXxIII. 


Y fond Shepherds of late were ſo bleſt, 
Their fair Nymphs were ſo happy and gays. 


Fi: bat each Night they went ſafely to reſt, 


And they merrily ſung thro” the Day: 
ut ahl what a cene mutt appear, 
Muſt the ſweet rural Paſtimes be o'er ; 


| be, Shall the Tabor no more ſtrike the Ear, 


Shall the Dance on the Green be no ny. 


| 3150 che Flocks from their Paſtures be led, 
=” Muſt the Herds go. wild ſtraying abroad; 
aal the L.coms be al. ſtopp di in each Shed, 

And the Ships be all moor'd in each Road: 


4 4 „ 
* ©. 


at 


5 the Arts be all ſcatter'd abroad, 
And ſhall ConwWerce grow ſick of the Tide; 
Huſt Religion expire on the Ground, 
Lud ſhall Virtue fink down by her Side. 
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